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Yet all you have to do to get your Milky Way is dig up a few 
pennies and spend ‘em for one of these luscious bars. Then sink your 
teeth into smooth, soothing chocolate that treasures within it a sumptuous 
layer of creamy caramel and a heaping helping of rich, malted milk nougat. 
“So much for so little,” you'll say. 
The name is... 


M-m-milky Way... 
your money cant buy more “m-m-m-mn’! 














by MARJORIE VETTER 


(ele) DATE Bait. By Rosert H. Los, Jr. 

Willcox and Follett Company, $2.95. 
Here is a most original and entertaining 
book to help you win friends and influence 
people. It carries a chuckle on almost every 
page in its gay illustrations and amusing 
advice on how to “cook the bait to bait the 
hook to hook the date.” It is chock-full of 
the “latest, gooiest, tastiest bait you can 
dangle on the end of your line.” Starting 
with basic how’s, do’s, and don’t’s of cook- 
ing, it takes nothing for granted when it 
comes to recipes, not even ability to read, 
for they are «pe with pictures, and fea- 
ture the quickest, easiest methods. There are 
chapters on snacks to fill up the icebox com- 
mando; party recipes for that “ten o'clock 
pall that ruins a party and even a grand 
ball”; “hoi-tea, toi-tea” suggestions for 
“catching gal fishes”; mater and pater baiters 
for use when you want to borrow a pair of 
nylons or the family car; and good advice 
on “filling the great open spaces—and faces” 
when you plan outdoor fun. See what you 
can catch with a Bedroll Special, a Sham- 
pain Salad, or a Solid Sender Italiano. The 
book comes packaged as a gift, with a gay 
red, white, and blue Date-Bait apron, for 
$4.95. 


\2\2\ PROGRAM FOR CHRISTINE. By PEARL 

BuCKLEN BENTEL. Longmans, Green 
and Company, $2.75. Christine’s major in- 
terests in high school had been writing plays, 
and Johnnie, the boy next door. When 
Johnnie and most of her friends went off to 
college, which was not possible for Christine, 
she found a job in a local radio station. It 
was her ambition to write for radio, but the 
more familiar she became with the details 
of radio business, the more discouraged she 
was by her inadequacy. Many people in the 
small station helped her, including a radio 
actress, a prominent M.C., and a young 
college-student announcer. But it was her 
own grit in writing and rewriting, in spite 
of fatigue and lack of time, that probably 
had most to do with her first small successes. 
Meantime, her work and new friendships, 
and Johnnie’s premedical studies, seemed to 
build a barrier between them until they 
found an interest to bring them together 
again. Mrs. Bentel has been continuity head 
in a radio station and free-lance writer of 
radio plays and serials, so her picture of 
behind-the-scenes radio is authentic. You 
will find it interesting and Chris and her 
problems warmly real. THE END 












If you are interested in books reviewed on these 
pages, and you cannot find copies at your local 
bookstore, you may order from the publishers 
in care of the magazine. Please make checks 
or money orders payable to the publisher, not 
to THE AMERICAN Giat. 
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MODERN AGE 


Official Girl Scout Shoeg 
and Brownie Scout Shoes 


o Smart, comfortable 
\ shoes to go with 
your uniform 


STYLE 140 


\ 
\ 
\ 
\ $845 
‘ slighdy higher 
vs in Far West 
Also in Offici 
Ss Browaie sre 
Sizes 124% to 3 
‘ $745 







STYLE 145 


ALSO AVAILABLE 
IN WHITE 


Only MODERN AGE GIRL 
SCOUT SHOES have the 
DUAL HEEL CUSHION for 
extra walking comfort. 


CURTIS + STEPHENS » EMBRY CO., INC., READING, PENNSYLVANIA 





AA-A-B cups 
30-36 
cotton about $1.25 
nylon about $1.69 






fit for a teen 


Just imagine...you—looking 
positively dreamy in that 
party gown—confident 
in your Belle-Mode 
strapless ... So 
feminine, yet so 
comfortable. The 
secret is Belle- 
Mode’s styling— 
exclusively for 
teens— molds 

young figures 

into trim, healthy 
lines that assure 
your proper 

future development. The Cami-Strapless 
AA-A-B cups 30-36 
daintily embroidered 


cotton broadcloth 
about $2.50 


The Camisole Bra 
Acup 30-36 
daintily embroidered 
cotton broadcloth 
about $4.00 


These and other Belle-Mode bras at 
leading department stores and teen 
shops everywhere...or write for name 
of nearest store. 


Mode 





The American Girl is published monthly by Girl Scouts of the U.S.A., 155 East 44th St., New York 17, N. Y. Copyright, 
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our a” | 


romper short | 
2.95 


Take a cooling dip .. . then take to our 
darling thirsty terry-cloth suit for a quick 
dry-off, or a romp on the boardwalk! 
Smart idea for back-yard sunning, too! 
Its smooth-fitting elasticized waistline 
gives you that "little-middle" look you 
love! In white only. Small, medium, large. 


JOHN R. JONES, DEPT. AGS BOX 89 
14 DIVISION ST., PEEKSKILL, N. Y. 


Please send me (add 20c for handling): 

















ITEM SIZE 
Romper Short @ $2.95 _ Phi 
0) Check 0) Money Order OJ Co.D. 
Name | 
Address 
City Zone ___ State 
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THE AMERICAN GIRL 





PARIS SHOP, DEPT. AG9-2, BOX 390 [J cnecx 
509 MAIN STREET, NEW ROCHELLE, N. 
PLEASE SEND ME 

0 CAMI-press @ $6.95 


0 C.0.D. 


(PLEASE. ADD 
2ND COLOR 











SIZE ee COLOR. 


all over the bodice, a 
huge bouffant skirt! 
Wear it with or 
without . the 4 


PARIS SHOP, DEPT. AG5-1, Box 390 [7] cHeck 
509 MAIN STREET, NEW ROCHELLE, N. 
PLEASE SEND ME 
oO BEAU- BEAUTY 


oO c.0.D. 


(PLEASE ADD 
25¢ rosrace) 


@ $6.95 


2nd COLOR 





SIZE COLOR 
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ami-dress 
costume 


dress and jacket complete 


fantastic at 6° 5 























Our sundress has a white 
camisole bodice, ‘clinging 
Empire midriff . . . plus a 

darling buttoned jacket! 
In washable woven check 
gingham . . . green, lilac. 
black, red or blue checks 
with matching solid 
midriff. 7-17. 
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BE APPLIED TO PRICE OF ITEM. 
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You'll find sewing—and teaching—so much easier with 


The Amazing New Shart:neede SINGER 


The needle “slants” for 
easier stitching . . . better vision! 


No doubt about it—here’s the most 
exciting sewing machine in 100 years! 

The needle slants toward you instead 
of being straight up and down. Makes it 
so easy to see, so easy to “feed” all types 
of fabrics . . . sewing and teaching be- 
come much simpler. 


Only SINGER—maker of the leading 
straight-needle and swing-needle (zig- 
zag) machines—- brings you this patented 
slant-needle machine. 







































New eye-rest design in traditional black or soft beige. Almost all moving parts concealed. 


it’s a full-sized cabinet model 
and a portable, too! 


Imagine having a full-sized, full-fledged cabi- 
net machine that you can use as a portable, 
too! 


The slant-needle SINGER has a carrying 
handle concealed in the top. You can lift the 
machine out, carry it to club meetings, any- 
where. Made of die-cast aluminum so it’s 
lightweight, sturdy. Base is fully enclosed, 
completely sealed. 

Come see and try the slant-needle SINGER 


—the machine that gives you a new slant on 
sewing plus SINGER lifetime dependability. 


Available in unique, new-design Spinet Cabinet—and other styles! 
a rq -. a i 4 a 


z 









New Spinet Cabinet — designed 
especially for the new slant- 
needle SINGER. Beautiful in 


modern or period rooms. clearly. 





Spinet—open. Angles of leaf and 
machine are designed so you can 
sit more comfortably, see more 





Blond Modern Desk—one of 
many popular cabinets in which 
the new model and other 
SINGERs are available. 


SINGER SEWING CENTERS 


There’s one near you fo serve you 


The only machine with all these 
smooth-sewing features! 


@ Wide-range speed control. Makes it easier 
to sew slower—or faster than on any other 
machine! 

@ Starts at a touch; leaves both hands free. 

@ Both knee and foot controls. An exclusive! 

@ Seam-width guides on the throat plate. 

@ Drop feed for darning, decorative stitching! 

@ Flexible spool pins; won’t snap or break. 

© Simplified threading; quickest, easiest ever! 

@ Automatic bobbin winder. 

@ Sews forward or back at flick of a lever. 

@ Easy stitch-regulator, from fine to basting. 


Visit your 
nearest SINGER SEWING CENTER 


Your near-by SINGER SEWING CENTER will 
gladly arrange special group demonstrations 
of the new slant-needle SINGER and other 
SINGER sewing machines. Just phone us. Or 
bring the girls in for a “browse-around” any- 
time. 


* Don't be misled. SINGER sells and 
services its products only through the 
SINGER SEWING CENTERS—1300 


of them from coast to coast—identified by the 
Red “S” Trade Mark on the window. 


SINGER _ 





@A Trade Mark of THE SINGER MANUFACTURING COMPANY. Copyright, U.S. A., 1952, 1968, by THE SINGER MANUFACTURING COMPANY. All rights reserved for al! countries, 
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are people 


by ELIZABETH G. SEIBERT 






HE NIGHT BEFORE the dance the two girls slath- 
ered cold cream on their hands and went to bed 
in gloves. Maliz, awakened by the tooting of the 
boats on San Francisco Bay, discovered that her gloves 
had come off in the night; but glancing at the other 
bed where her visitor lay drowned in sleep, she saw 
that Dot’s hands lay like white-flannel bunnies atop 
the sheet. Stripes of pale sunshine gleamed on the neatly 
pinned snailshell whorls of Dot's dark hair and, recail- 
ing the purpose of their preparations, Maliz sat up in 
bed, butterflies mincing delicately up and down her 
spine. 

This was The Night—a dance with an orchestra, and 
boys in dinner suits and girls in long, lovely dresses. 
A formal dance—and since, as the motherless daughter 
of a scientist father, she had, until this half year at 
Miss Parker’s School, either been traveling with him or 
in a convent school, her first formal dance. And as if it 
wasn’t earthshaking enough to be making her debut, 

so to speak, in Santa Ysobel, the town where she was 

actually going to settle down and live, Burke Mof- 
fett was going to be there! Burke Moffett, whom 
she had idolized ever since she and Dad had 


“7 lived in San Francisco in the apartment over 
‘a the Moffetts’ three years ago. 
\ With Burke’s sister her roommate at Miss 
Parker’s, and a visitor in her house to 
boot, wasn’t it inevitable that they 
would meet? The butterflies scam- 
pered, skipped, pirouetted, and Maliz 
exploded on to Dot’s bed, chestnut 
pigtails flying. Dot sat up, yawned, 
and began to take the pins out of her 
hair. 

Maliz longed to ask, “Dot, who's 
Burke taking? Will you fix it up for us 
to meet?” but she couldn't bring her- 
self to mention Burke’s name and 






















Maliz longed to ask, “Who's 
Burke Moffett taking? Will you 
fix it up for us to meet?” 







Flattery? Sophistication? A smart 
line? How does a girl attract a boy? 








asked only: “What time did you tell 
Larry and Casey to come?” 

Casey was for her. Maliz didn’t know 
him; didn’t in fact know any boys around 
the Bay—except Burke—and Dot, who 
lived across the bridge in San Francisco, 
had asked her date to bring someone. 


Weeks ago at school, when the dance 


invitation had come, Maliz had longed 
to invite Burke tor herself, remembering 
how they had roller-skated together in 
Golden Gate Park that blessed winter 
when she was thirteen and Burke four- 
teen. She remembered his deep voice, his 
intent dark eyes, and yearned to renew 
their friendship. But because it was so 
important, she couldn’t make herself sug- 
gest it to Dot. 

“What's Casey like?” asked Maliz, pull- 
ing the covers loose to tickle Dot's feet. 
“Is he good-looking?” (If Burke saw her 
with a good-looking boy, wouldn't that 
help?) 

Dot pulled her toes out of reach. 
“Casey?” she inquired vaguely. “Ch, 
Casey.” She yawned again and surveyed 
Maliz critically. “I'll do your hair to- 
night,” she volunteered. 

“Would you?” Maliz thought again 
how lucky she was to have this popular 
girl for a best friend. Maliz knew so little 
about boys—grown-up boys—and of all 
the romantic books she had read, not one 
made their ways seem less mysterious. 

Later as she dressed, she surrepti- 
tiously reviewed the list of tips she had 
from time to time gathered from Dot: 

1. Have a good line. Keep ‘em laugh- 
ing. 

2. Don’t chatter. Work your eyes and 
let them tell you. 

3. Flatter them. Make them think you 
think they're wonderful. 

4. Be ruthless. The more a man’s heart 
is trampled on the better he likes you. 

5. Make the boys take you out. Get 
around and be seen. 

6. Feed ‘em. They fall for an evening 
by the open fire and popcorn every time. 

But somehow the advice didn’t hang 
together. 

That night when Maliz heard Larry’s 
car in the drive she picked up her long, 
full skirt and tore upstairs in a panic. 
Hastily she pulled forth from beneath 
her best undies an old candy box where, 
sharing space with a ribbon she had won 
in a swimming meet and a little locket 
with her parents’ pictures, was a black 
walnut carved into a little grinning face. 
Burke had made it one day in the park 
and, ever since, each time she looked at 
it she could see Burke’s dark head bent 
over the carving and the smile in his 
eyes as he put it into her hand. As she 
heard Larry’s voice in the hall below, 
she thrust it into her evening bag. Now 
for Casey. 

But downstairs there was only one 
boy in the hall, and Maliz waited with a 
tight feeling in her throat as Dot intro- 
duced Larry. “Casey’s been delayed. He’s 
meeting us at the Club,” Maliz told her- 
self desperately, but then it came out. 


“Just never showed up.” 

“But, Larry—” 

“You know Casey.” 

“You don't think he'll snap out and 
remember?” 

An embarrassed shrug from tall Larry. 
Then her own voice, strangely thin and 
high: “You two had better go on.” 

Not to go! Not to see Burke! Maliz’s 
eyes, black and wide with misery, 
searched Dot for comfort. 

“ “There’re bound to be millions of 
stags,” Dot said hesitantly. 

Maliz protested a little: “Oh, I couldn’t 
—not without a date of my own,” but 
already she saw herself gliding on the 
polished floor in the arms of Burke Mof- 
fett. It didn’t matter how she got there. 
She would see Burke, and he would see 
her, and it would be like Cinderella and 
the Prince. When Larry held her coat 
she lifted starry eyes to him and happily 
followed Dot to the car. 


Maliz knew Dot and Larry would 
want to have the first dance together, so 
she lingered in the dressing room. As 
late arrivals came in she w»s very busy— 
tucking an extra pin into her chignon of 
shining chestnut curls, adjusting her off- 
the-shoulder bodice. Finally she put 
away her lipstick, touched for an in- 
stant the rough surface of the little wal- 
nut face, and head high, went forth, 
her eyes searching here, there, first for 
Burke, and then, as the minutes passed, 
for any friendly face. 

The music stopped and people stood 
about in groups. Chatter, chatter, rum- 
ble, bumble. Laughter. Bomp! as some- 
one accidentally struck the drum. She 
couldn’t see a soul she knew. Yes, no, 
yes, there was Dot, talking to a red- 
haired boy over in the doorway. Larry 
stood close by looking sulky and, al- 
though Maliz was sure he was looking 
right at her, he made no sign. Maliz 
stood motionless waiting for Dot to turn 
and beckon, but when the music began 
again, Dot drifted off with the redhead. 
Surely Larry would ask her to dance? 
Maliz tried to look gay and at ease. But 
Larry gloomily watched Dot whirl away 
and then shouldered his way through 
the screen door to the porch. 

Maliz turned uncertainly to- 
ward the sofa under the stairs 
where the wife of one of her 
father’s colleagues made room 
for her. “Not dancing, dear?” 

“Well, not just at the minute.” 

Surely someone will ask 
me ... No. It has probably 














Maliz sat uncertainly on the 
sofa, waiting for someone 
to ask her to dance 



















already got around that I’m the sort 
partners get stuck with. 

There was no sign of Burke. Maliz was 
divided between sick disappointment 
and relief that he was not a witness of 
her humiliation. 

A tall, stooping boy in a too-small, 
gray-flannel suit appeared in the dining- 
room door and stood a little apart from 
the stag line. Maliz watched him cov- 
ertly. It was Donald Jackson, whose 
mother managed the club. He had been 
rolling the tennis courts the day before. 
Maliz recalled that when Dot had called 
to him about using a court, Donald had 
writhed in an agony of embarrassment 
and had forthwith turned a rather un- 
athletic back on them, to Dot’s sup- 
pressed amusement. Now he hunched 
his shoulders awkwardly and _ looked 
about him with a sort of sickly smile on 
his serious face. But Maliz thought: Evert 
Donald Jackson; even Donald. Oh, let 
him ask me! She considered smiling at 
him, decided that would look too eager, 
and pretended to look for something in 
her bag, hoping, hoping. But when, in a 
moment, she looked up again, Donald 
had vanished. 































































































































































































Then a miracle happened. A. tall, 
fresh-faced youth with an unmistakable 
air of savoir-faire passed, and Mrs. Stin- 
son hailed him. 

“Tommy! Tommy McVickers!” 

“Aunt Edith. Nice seeing you.” 

Tommy shook hands and was about 
to bound away when Mrs. Stinson laid 
a hand on his arm and drew him over to 
Maliz. Maliz didn’t think he looked over- 
enthusiastic but, with what she recog- 
nized as a quick evaluation of her, he 
asked her to dance. 

The tune was one to which she and 
Dot had danced together with supple, 
boneless rhythm all term but now, fran- 
tically reviewing all the bits of advice 
she had collected, she hardly heard the 
familiar cadence. Once she missed the 
step, and once she trod upon her part- 
ners toe. She finally decided that the 
blasé line would be best with so exper- 
ienced a boy and when Tommy said, 
“Good music, h’m?” she smiled a little 
scornfully and answered, “Fair. I don’t 
care much for sweet music.” 

Then she could have bitten her tongue 
out, for Tommy, flushing, set his jaw and 
said: “Well, the committee—I’m chair- 


man—thought this oufit 
Sorry.” 

He made no more attempts at conver- 
sation, and when the dance ended, de- 
posited her by Mrs. Stimson with a cool, 
“Thank you very much.” 

The next dance went by, and the next, 
and the next, while Maliz sat with the 
chaperons. Occasionally Dot and Larry 
danced by, but neither looked her way. 
Presently Mrs. Stinson beckoned im- 
periously to a youth standing by the 
punch table, and said firmly, “Norman, 
you and Maliz go and enjoy this nice 
music. 

Norman was short, ruddy and snub- 
nosed, and for a moment he goggled at 
Maliz in such surprise that she was sure 
he was going to try to escape 
the obvious trap. But as he 
goggled, he seized the back of 
her dress with one hand and 
pump-handling vigorously with 
the other, drew her out on the 
floor. 

“Do you know you are a won- 
derful dancer?” No blasé, high- 
hat stuff this time. Maliz gave 
him an (Continued on page 28) 


was tops. 
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QHE HARSH and revealing light of 
‘the naked electric bulbs threw 
black, angular shadows into the 
corners of the dressing room. Music 
seeped faintly under the door, drowned 
out now by a rush of tap shoes running 
down the concrete ramp to backstage. 
That will be the vem He number, 
thought Sally. She could picture the col- 
orful costumes in red and black, green 
and gold, making a chorus line of ten- 
year-olds with bows in their hair, back- 
ing up Janie and Don in their song-and- 
dance routine, 

I'm glad I don’t have to see it, she 
thought sourly. Probably be pretty rough. 
Those kids never could get that break in 
the right place. I hope at least they end 
up all facing the same way. 

Mademoiselle Celeste would be in the 
wings, making faces and counting the 
rhythm, Why should Sally worry about 
it? Why should she worry at all? 

Moving for the first time in minutes, 
she turned again to the big mirror. She 
thought the rouge patches on her cheeks 
were too big and too red. Madame Gau- 
tier herself had rubbed them there. Sally 
didn’t like them. Madame had said they 
would look fine across the footlights. 
She always thought everything would be 
fine. But, Sally told herself, lots of times 
it wasn't so, 

Madame had said she needed red 
cheeks with such a somber costume. She 
jvas right about that. It was somber all 
right. But in the Gautier School you 
flidn’t argue with Madame—not after 
the first month or two. You just got used 
to doing what you were told. 

Sally was as ready for her number as 
she ever would be. She looked down at 
her russet-and- leotard and hated 
it. Some costume, she thought. The little 
pointed cap, liberally adapted from 
Peter Pan, sat sadly on the dressing 
table, its single red feather drooping. 
Sally picked it up and settled it on her 
honey-colored curls, recklessly pinning it 
at a jaunty angle. Madame wouldn't like 
that. The hat was supposed to be placed 
“just so.” 


Tt was a small victory, but Sally 
didn’t care. All she wanted was for the 
recital to be over. Be just her luck to lose 
that silly hat in the middle of her routine, 
But what difference would that make? 
She wasn’t going to dance again, ever, 
no matter what anybody said. 

The tap shoes rushed back up the 
ramp. In just fifteen minutes, Sally would 
be walking down that ramp herself. 

But how could she walk when her feet, 
in her new brown toe shoes, were like 
lumps of ice and had no feeling? She 
moved them and the tightly bound and 
sewed ribbons squeaked. They'd better 
be tight, thought Sally. If they break in 
the middle those pirouettes there 
won't be any whirling exit at the end. 
She smiled grimly_~ " 

But what difference did it make now? 
One more daneeé, one more repetition of 
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Be o* ee vache agdhar © ‘same 
bar. Position one, position two. Ara- 
besque, relevé, leap, pas de chat, beats. 


And for what? 

Her fifteen-year-old friends found 
plenty of other to do in the after- 
noon. There were parties at the 
rink. There were movies and picnics and 
swimming and . . . But Sally—Sally was 
at Madame Gautier’s. Dancing school 
could certainly take a girl out of cireu- 
lation in a hurry. © 

Never mind, Next year, she told her- 
self, it wee different. The prospeet of 
being free of it all brought a momentary 
smile to her face. Once, to 
meant Bet Ee ae 
dip and spi see pi in 
music; Sage ate ys ite eon 
of joy or sorrow as the music set the 


the cadence of a step, the toss of her 
head. Dancing had been the door to a 
new world—her world. 


But now—now there was only 
routine. Madame said this step here, that 
step there. The clickety click of her metal 
cricket was as loud as a cannon, and 
just as deadly if Sally dared an improvi- 
sation of her own. 

Routine, routine, routine. It closed in 
on her like an ‘invisible wall that made 
dancing school a prison where there was 
ae lock-step Mother said, 
with finality, that Madame Gautier knew 
best. The ns went on and on, even 
though Madame had said that there was 
little more she hee ag ov too 
w to argue, moment 
of decision,” but ped ges dreams of 
dancing through a joyful careér had 
turned to tarnished brass. Better to quit 
and forget it, Sally thought, than to turn 
into a machine that started and stopped 
whenever Madame touched a button. 

Sally hadn’t meant to eavesdrop that 
afternoon a year ago. It had been one of 
those days when nothing went right. 
Mademoiselle Celeste, passing the dress- 
ing-room door, bad said, “Today our good 
little Sally seems to have two left feet.” 

Madame Gautier had laughed. “Le 
caneton laid,” she answered, and they 
both laughed. 

Le caneton laid, thought Sally. The 
ugly duckling . . . She had said nothing 
to her mother—had kept on dancing. 
But, her mirror to the contrary, she saw 
only the ugly duckling when she checked 
her routines. 

Important roles, like the solo in the 
finale of the big recital, were assigned 
to her, she felt, because of her dogged 
hard work and 
— charm of personality and natural 

ent. 

No, in a few moments, the ugly 
ling of the Gautier School nag os d 





Obedience rather 
) Mademoiselle. Sally prepared for the 
first of her great leaps, wondering if the 
‘time for good luck had not passed. 
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| the apnual recital. Memo- 
Auditorium would be full. It always — 
was. Out there somewhere in the audi- 
@nce would be Mother and Dad, rea 
to preen if she danced well. Sally didnt 
— what they would do if she danced 
adly. 

But how.could she? “Impromptu,” the 

; said. She laughed a silent, bit- 
ter | About as impromptu as going 
to bed at night, getting up in the mom 
ing, or going to school. “Impromptu,” a 
dance madé up, so Madame had said, 
to represent the joyousness of wanting 
to dance when one heard music. That 
was why thie setting was a rustic glade, 
and her costume so severe, with only a 
short satin cloak in russet and green to 
relieve her tight, form-fitting leotard, 

In this—this—call it a costume, she was 
expected to out on a stage and 
through the tions of es believe 
she was daneing for the pure joy of it, 
when actually it was a repeated routine 
she knew $0 well she hated every step. 

Even the orchestra had refused to re- 
hearse it with her. They had started, 
with the twe great leaps with which she 
came to center stage, and played a few 
bars. Then Henri Gorot, the leader, had 
rapped his music stand. “Is this neces- 
sary?” he asked Madame. “We are so 
late and we have another selection to go 
through with a group. This girl must 
know this dance by now.” 

“Of Course,” Madame had replied. 
And then, to Sally: “Sit down over there 
and listen. It is pretty; you will like it. 
You will rehearse later if there is time.” 

Sally had sat. Dutitully ghe had lis- 
tened, One did what Madame $aid. But 
there hadn’t been time for fehearsal for 
her. She had gone back to her dressing 
room and wriggled out! of her tight 
leotard. 








There was a kn@ek at the door 
now and Mademoiselle Game in. “Ah, ma 
cherie,” she gurgled. “It is almost, time 
for the grand finale. Our Sally will be 
the hit of the show, mest ce pas?” She 
didn’t wait for an answer. Mademoiselle 
never did. “Come now, Sally, your cape, 
and we will go. We must not make them 
hold the curtain.” 

Together they went down the ramp to 
the dim backstage. ‘The forest glade had 
been set and was in ss, behind the 
drop. In front, the, acrobatic class fin- 
ished their chest rolls and fish flops and 
went cartwlieeéling off into the wings on 
the far sidé, Behind her Sally heard the 
rustling of costumes of the dozen 
nymphs Who would dance the ballet 
with her as the climax to the recital. She 
wishedéshe had a ballet skirt instead of 
Ieotagd and cape. Then the footlights 
inimed to faint greens and, at a signal 
6m Madame, the curtain slowly rose. 
ood luck, ma cherie,” whispered 
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LAURIE JOHNSTON 


The coronation of the Queen 
has deep significance 


for all Britons, who see her 


as a symbol of unity 








PROLOGUE. Amid fabulous splendor a young queen will be 
crowned this June in London’s Westminster Abbey. For 
months, thousands of people have been preparing her glitter- 
ing coronation robes and the elegant setting for the ceremony. 

Peers and peeresses and other guests of high rank will 
throng the Abbey “by royal command.” But the thrill of the 
great event will be shared by many others around the globe, 
as they view it on television or in the movies. 

The coronation is more than a pageant. It is a sacred and 
symbolic rite with a history that goes back a thousand years. 
It signifies that the life of the queen is henceforth dedicated 
to the service of God and her people. Elizabeth in her teens 
was an ardent Girl Guide. And perhaps, as she takes the sol- 
emn coronation oath, her thoughts will slip back to the Guide 
Promise she once made— “. . . to do my duty to God . . . to 
help other people at all times.” 

Hundreds of thousands of spectators, the humble and the 
mighty from all parts of the world, will line the streets of Lon- 
don and crowd every window space on June second, as the 
royal procession makes its way from Buckingham Palace to 
Westminster and back again. 

At. the Abbey a great “theater” or platform has been con- 
structed for the coronation, midway between two huge pil- 
lars, on a level with the top of the altar steps. Here Elizabeth 
will take her seat in the coronation chair made on order of 
Edward I to enclose the Stone of Scone. It was first used in 
the crowning of Edward I] in 1308. From this chair, later, she 
will mount five steps to the throne. Members of the royal fam- 
ily, including her husband and her two little children, will 
watch from the Royal Gallery on the south side of the sanc- 
tuary, while Saposibe them will sit the bishops in their robes. 
In the choir will be the diplomatic corps and representatives 
of the British Commonwealth nations, Peers and peeresses in 
brilliant attire will be in the transepts. In all, the cathedral 
will hold 7,600 distinguished guests. 

The Queen will wear a low-cut gown, for the most sacred 
part of the ceremony is not the crowning itself, but the anoint- 
ing—when the Archbishop of Canterbury touches her head, 
breast, and hands with holy oil in the sign of the cross. 
This gown, on which many hands have labored, is of satin, 
encrusted with exquisite embroidery. With it, she will wear 
the magnificent crown jewels. Over it, during the ceremony, 
she will don the vestments of state, including a trailing robe 
known as “the Queen’s Purple.” Twenty yards of silk velvet 
were hand-loomed for this robe, which is also richly embroi- 
dered. Nine young noblemen will — its train, and four 
peeresses will hold a pall of cloth of gold over the Queen dur- 
ing her anointing. 

After the anointing comes the crowning with the Crown of 
England, known as Saint Edward’s Crown. It is of gold—set 
with diamonds, rubies, sapphires, and pearls—and weighs four 
and a half pounds. Later, the Queen will probably exchange it 
for the Imperial State Crown which was made for Victoria 
and weighs only one and a half pounds. 

The Queen will be handed the Orb with the Cross—a golden 
globe surmounted by a great amethyst with a cross, signifying 
the reign of Christianity over the world. Then, with the cor- 
onation ring, she will be “wedded to the state.” In her right 
hand will be placed the Royal Scepter with the Cross, with its 
huge drop-shaped diamond, cut from the great Cullinan dia- 
mond. It is the symbol of queenly power and justice. In her 
left hand she will hold the Scepter with the Dove—“the rod of 
equity and mercy.” 

Elizabeth is queen of the United Kingdom of Great Britain 
and Northern Ireland, and also of Canada, Australia, New 
Zealand, South Africa, Pakistan, and Ceylon. All these free 
nations are associated in the British Commonwealth, and give 
allegiance to the Crown. India, though a member of the Com- 
monwealth, does not give allegiance to the Crown, but holds 
the queen in reverence as head of the Commonwealth. 

For Elizabeth, the coronation means the acceptance of great 
personal and official responsibility. She must keep her life 
above reproach. In addition to her role as wife and mother, 
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she will have a full-time, often exhausting job. 
It is a job she can make as much of as she will. 
Although she has no personal authority, since this 
is wielded by the various governments, she does 
have great moral influence. Like Queen Vic- 
toria, she may some day be regarded by the 
statesmen who turn to her as a great, impartial 
source of wisdom. At this moment, when she 
formally consecrates herself to her people, she 
makes them feel that their happiness and their 
future are her supreme goal. 

THE Eprrors 


HE CURTAIN was about to go up on the 
first act of “While the Sun Shines,” a com- 
edy hit of the London theater season. It 
was November 12, 1945, and the British were en- 
joying the cheerful new mood that followed six 
years of war. As the chattering theatergoers found 
their seats, a party of seven young people ar- 
rived. One look at the group sent the doorman 
and ushers buzzing into action. The manager 
hurried up, mopping his brow. No one had told 
him to expect guests in the royal box that eve- 
ning. The royal box wasn’t wanted. Princess Eliz- 
abeth had come to the theater with four young 
Guards officers, her young lady-in-waiting, and 
fifteen-year-old Princess Margaret. It was the 
first time the Princesses had ever gone out pub- 
licly in the evening without older members of the 
royal family. But Elizabeth had decided long 
ago that the royal box was no place to sit to 
watch a play. You had to look at everything 
from a one-sided angle. So, one of the Guards 
officers had quietly reserved their tickets for the 
fourth row of the regular seats. 

Before the winter was over, Londoners got 
used to seeing the Heiress Presumptive in care- 
fully-chosen public places with girls and young 
men of her own age. For Elizabeth, after years 
of quiet upbringing, was being allowed to have 
a bit of a “fling.” 


What nineteen-year-old girl would not be 
glad that her first postwar winter offered supper 
dances and dinner parties and balls? Lilibet 
loved to dance, and she was as good at fox trots, 
tangos, rhumbas, and romantic waltzes as she 
was at Highland reels. At private dances the 
Princess liked to lead a conga line. Sometimes, 
at Buckingham Palace or Windsor Castle, the 
long, swaying line of dancers would follow her 
down the red-carpeted corridors and through the 
gilt-and-plush state apartments. 

As the year went on the British people busily 
played the game of matchmaking. While every- 
body was asking the question “Who?” the an- 
swer was on a mantelpiece in Buckingham 
Palace, in a suite that now was Lilibet’s own. 
Only not many people had a chance to see this 
clue—and if they had, they might not have rec- 
ognized it. It was a picture of Prince Philip with 
the full blond beard he had grown while his 
ship was at sea during the war. Lilibet didn’t 
think anybody could see through those whiskers! 

Elizabeth and Philip had written to each 
other faithfully ever since the Christmas two 
years earlier when, on Christmas leave from the 
Navy, he had been invited by the Queen to stay 
at Windsor Castle. He had made a fine record 
in the Navy. At Dartmouth Naval College he 
won the prize as the best all-around cadet, and 
at twenty-one he (Continued on page 33) 
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Philip’s love of informality 
has been helpful to Elizabeth, 
whom he encourages to relax 
in spite of heavy state duties 


The Queen riding in the Irish 

Free State Coach last November 

to open her first parliament, 

while thousands cheer her en route 


















Elizabeth was a Girl Guide; 
she made boatswain’s rank in a 
crew of Sea Rangers, and 

still is a patron of the Guides 


For her wedding to Philip, 
Elizabeth wore a fairy-tale 
dress, embroidered with pearls, 
with a fifteen-foot jeweled train 





From the book “Elizabeth 
Enters,” by Laurie and Rich- 
ard Johnston, soon to be pub- 
lished by Scribner's. 
Copyright 1953, by Laurie 
and Richard Johnston. 
Photos courtesy of the British 
Information Service 
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Picture-pretty or pleasantly plain? Either 


it, follow a regular good-grooming routine 


(i axe / way, beauty is your goal. To attain it or retain 


2 DALI 


HAIR. Every night of your life your hair 
needs a good, earnest, and strong brushing 
with a medium-stiff brush. This does more for 
its gloss than any amount of fancy lotions. 
If you put it up in bobby pins, add a dash of 
toilet water to dampen the separate strands. 
Be sure you cover your pin curls with a net 
or “night cap” so they won't “sleep” out. 
Brush again in the morning and arrange 
in a style that will stay neat all day. 


FACE. For a pretty face in the morning take 
extra care at bedtime. Start with a spotless 
surface—remove all make-up and grime with 
cleansing cream, lotion, or soap and water. 
if your skin is very dry, now is the time to pat 
in a little dry-skin cream, but wipe it off 
with tissue after your bath. If you use lip- 
stick in the morning, put it on carefully with 
a clear outline, and fill in smoothly. Let 
it set a few minutes, then blot with a tissue. 











FIGURE. The perfect figure you want can 
come only from conscientious daily care. See 
that you eat three balanced meals a day 
(yes, include bread and potatoes) but forget 
rich desserts and soda-fountain concoctions. 
Be sure you are wearing the right founda- 
tion for your figure, and keep both your bra 
and girdle in clean, well-repaired order. 
And do remember that straight-as-a-streak 
posture which is so extremely important, too. 


HANDS AND FEET. To keep hands soft and 
white-looking, you will need to supplement 
their natural oils. This means nightly cream- 
ing with special attention to knuckles and 
tiny dry cracks. Keep a bottle of hand lotion 
or the new stick cream in your locker and 
apply after every hand-washing. Feet need 
daily care too. Soak them when they're 
weary, and rub callous spots down with an 
emery board. Massage with a towel is good. 


CLEAN-UP. To be beautiful you must be 
clean from top to toe. For a warm bath at 
night use lots of soap with a dash of bath 
salts. And scrub between the shoulder blades 
for a silky-smooth back. Start your morning 
ritual by brushing your teeth vigorously, but 
go easy on the gums. Then gargle a few 
times with an antiseptic mouthwash. If you 
like a morning shower, take it soapless, 
if you had a good bath the night before. 
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HAIR, Start your shampoo routine by brush- 
ing your hair vigorously to loosen any dust 
on the scalp. If you have dandruff, apply a 
dandruff lotion or cream to the scalp and 
give it time to loosen the scales before 
you shampoo. Choose the right shampoo for 
your hair—oily, dry, or regular—and apply 
twice, rinsing thoroughly after each applica- 
tion. Rub hair until partially dry and set 
neatly with bobby pins or, if you prefer, curlers. 


FACE. Everyone has her particular beauty 
needs which require regular weekly atten- 
tion. Eyebrow-shaping is one. Unless you are 
blessed with true “swallow-wing” eyebrows 
—and few are—you must prune and tidy 
yours once a week. Just follow the natural 
shape: Brush brows into line and smooth on 
a tiny bit of cold cream. Then remove only 
the stragglers above and below the line for 
the neat but natural look so becoming to you. 


oS 


Sa) 


HANDS AND FEET. The sooner you learn to 
give your nails professional care, the prettier 
your hands will look. File your nails into a 
gentle oval, not too far down at the sides. 
Soak fingertips in warm, soapy water, dry, 
and push back the cuticle with an orange 
stick tipped in cotton and dipped in cuticle 
remover. Don’t cut cuticle, but just trim any 
ragged edges. Rinse hands and apply polish 
or a coat of transparent protective lacquer. 


CLEAN-UP. Once a week, check to see that 
your beauty equipment is in apple-pie order 
and spic-and-span clean. Scrub your combs, 
wash your hairbrush, be sure your tooth- 
brush is immaculate with no accumulation 
of toothpaste. Check on your supplies of 
tissues and cotton pads for powdering. No 
dirty powder puffs, please! A messy, untidy 
beauty shelf or drawer is a sad start for 
beauty’s business so do check yours weekly. 
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by FAY ALCOTT 


OCCASIONALLY. »\ 
( 


HAIR. Even the girl with natural waves or 
curls should visit her beautician for an oc- 
casional trim or shaping and, if she has thick 
hair, for a thinning. For unruly straight hair, 
try a home permanent. These are now so 
perfected that anyone following the direc- 
tions carefully can use them without fear. 
It’s fun to make a party of it with a group of 
your friends helping each other at the wind- 
ing job and everyone suggesting new hairdos. 


FACE. Some rainy afternoon take out all 
your good-grooming tools and experiment 
before your mirror. Try that new shade of 
lipstick you admired on Susan. See the dif- 
ference a speck of vaseline can make on 
your brows and lashes. If you have a shiny 
nose, try touching with powder. The effect 
may be good for special dates. In short, take 
careful stock of your beauty assets and 
figure out how to make the most of them. 


FIGURE. Limber up to music: 1. Lie down, 
thrust your heels over your head while 
“standing” on your shoulders and “ride a 
bicycle.” 2. Sit on the floor, touch your toes, 
keeping feet together, then way apart. 3. 
Starid and touch the floor, first front, then 
right, then left, all with knees straight and 
arms relaxed; then “climb the ladder” with 
hands reaching higher and higher, pulling * 
hard and stretching waist and back muscles. 








HANDS AND FEET. Every few weeks give 
yourself a pedicure, caring for your toenails 
just as you do your fingernails, but file them 
straight across (not rounded at the corners). 
Then massage your feet with cream or lotion, 
paying special attention to the heels. Pretty 
feet call for smooth legs, so while you're at it, 
either de-fuzz with a good depilatory or bleach 
the hair out of sight, using a mild peroxide- 
ammonia mix your druggist can make. 
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~ (irl Town’s two-piece outfit of leno-striped, cotton-tissue chambray. Sleeveless blouse 


has a French-front closing, underlined in contrasting pastel batiste; about $4. 
Full skirt has wide waistband, also underlined in batiste, and narrow bands of fag- 
voting applied vertically in contrast to horizontal faggoting of skirt. About 


$6. Subteen sizes 8-14 in charcoal, navy, and brown at the stores listed on page 49 
















Abby Teens chooses printed batiste for this 
beau-catching dress. Shirtwaist top is sleeve- 
less and fastens to the waist with tiny jewel 
buttons. Collar, cuffs, and bow are of a dark- 
tone organdy. Full skirt is trimmed with a 
plastic belt. Sizes 8-14 subteen, about $6. Red 
with white, blue with navy, black with red 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY WILLIAM BENEDICT 
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Soft as a May breeze—these » ola 


to carry you through a whirP™ 


Petiteen’s pretty party dress of sheer nylon 
has a softy draped bodice with short, puffed 
sleeves. The modified scoop-neckline _ is 
trimmed with a band of self-tucking. Velvet 
belt with a cluster of daisies tops the full, 
shirred skirt. Sizes 8-14 subteen, available 
in yellow, pink, blue, and white. It’s about $9 
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»se qpolorful date dresses especially designed 


whir ring and summer dances and 


vy that the stores on page 49 
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vies Date dress done in the sophisticated manner. A semitailored outfit of bouclé sheer by 
affed Of tissue chambray, it has a deep square-cut Nancy Wheeling. The sleveless top in a solid 
e is neckline in back and front, trimmed with a color has small Peter Pan collar with pussy- 
elvet flower corsage. Tiny puff sleeves are elasti- cat bow. Mock-pearl buttons on bodice bear 
full, cized at the shoulderline. Gathered skirt has a tiny crown emblem. The full skirt in a 
lable three tucked bands at the hem. By Berk; teen matching plaid has a wide loop tab. Sub- a 
ut $9 sizes 8-16. About $15. Gray with aqua stripe. teen sizes 8-14. About $13. Pink and blue. 4 
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A wardrobe of fresh, new summer 









petticoats that will keep cool and crisp during 






the very warmest weather. For 






where-to-buy information, turn to page 49 
























Cotton-plissé petticoat has a tiered skirt with 

strips of nylon ribbon giving a ruffled effect. 

About $4. The camisole, also of plissé, is trimmed 

with a band of embroidered nylon. About $2. By Her 
Majesty. Both in white. Small, medium, large 


Full-skirted slip of polished cotton by Her 
Majesty. The tight-fitting bodice has wide shoulder 
straps. Note the zipper closing which insures 

a smooth fit. Sizes 32, 34, and 36. Available in 
navy, pink, white, coral, and aqua. About $4 





DRAWINGS BY HILDA GLASGOW 


Eastern Isles slip of 
cotton plissé has a flared 
skirt with an embroidered 
hemline ruffle. Camisole- 

type bodice features a 
midriff yoke. In white 
only, it’s available in teen 
sizes 10-16. Priced at 
about $4 


MAY, 1953 








53 





Here is your own department in the magazine. Watch for the an- 


nouncements each month and send us your best original short 


stories, poems, nonfiction, and drawings. Turn to page 50 for details 


Walking With the Moon 
First Poetry Award 


I stepped out into the cold dark night. 

The moon was calm and unsmiling, as she 
walked 

the deep fields of the sky. 

She seemed to have spread out a black 
blanket 

that held the stars fast in their bed, 

and refused to shine. 

Once a bold, tiny star slipped out when 
she wasn’t looking, 

and shone with all his might, but a 
guarding black cloud 

shooed him quickly back. 


The night was still, the silence so heavy. 

It seemed as if a human being had no 
right to be there. 

No wonder the moon was unsmiling—I 
was the intruder. 

It was such a beautiful night, but in the 
stillness 

and cold, it was the kind of beauty that 
you never get 

enough of seeing, but a beauty of which 
you want no part. 

And after a while I was satisfied to go on 
and leave 

Nature alone to change, or forever be the 
same. 


I stepped back into the warm house, and 
left the incredible 

beauty outside, but in my dreams I will 
walk calmly with 

the moon through the dark fields of the 
sky. 

PATRICIA EASTRIDGE (age 16) English, Indiana 





FIRST ART AWARD: 
EMILY ARNOLD (age 13) Garden City, New York 
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FIRST PHOTOGRAPHY AWARD: 
RUTH M. MAC DONALD (age 12) 
East Haven, Connecticut 


The Fish With the Deep Sea Smile 
First Nonfiction Award 


The first pale rays of the morning sun shone 
through the shimmering green water. It 
warmed the liquid depths of the pool and 
stirred the aquatic life into vigorous motion. 

But the sun’s radiation had not yet reached 
the bottom where the eggs of a sawfish lay 
half buried among the coral, algae, and sand. 
Each of these eggs was a tiny amber- and 
purple-sphere laid in a ribbon of jelly; inside 
each was a quivering drop of bright pink oil. 

The warmth of the sun finally penetrated 
to the bottom of the pool and the eggs stirred 
with life. Brightly colored sea anemones 
strained their feathery, fringed tentacles and 
translucent, vase-shaped bodies toward the 
eggs, trying to devour them. But it was all 
in vain, for the anemones were fastened to 
nearby rocks by small suckers, and the tiny, 
amber-hued eggs were placed near but not 
near enough. 

The little drop of oil inside the eggs started 
to throb and pulsate as the temperature of 
the water rose. Something inside the egg 
seemed to move and stir with life; it was a 
tiny sawfish, hardly bigger than a sliver of 
glass, but just as alive as any other creature 
in the Caribbean. The sawfish squirmed and 
wiggled inside its amber prison. Finally the 
wall of the egg gave away and the tiny fish 
emerged. At the same time the other little 
fish were breaking through their eggs. They 
clung weakly to the jelly ribbon to which the 





eggs were fastened. The first sight that 
met their eyes was that of underwater 
splendor: giant kelp; red algae; blue- 
green algae; sea anemones; and a school 
of sleek, silvery sardines. They were 
all arranged in a masterpiece of beauty. 

But this scene of magnificence was 
also a scene of treachery, for death 
lurked all around them. A rose-colored 
starfish was forcing open the valves of 
a young pearl oyster by pulling on its 
victim’s shell with its glassy tube feet. 
One of the plump sardines stalked a 
beautifully-hued seaworm amid the 
corals and sea fans. But danger was 
also stalking the sawfish. A sardine 
darted through the water straight for 
the sawfish, picking them off the corals 
and sea lilies where they now clung. 
The movement of the water pulled 
one sawfish from the coral; down it 
fell, into a crack between the coral 
branches. It was pursued by a sardine, 
but by luck it escaped. In the tangle 
of dense coral into which it had fallen 
the sawfish found plenty of microscopic 
life to fit its needs, and it grew rapidly. 
As it grew, its appetite grew, and soon 
it was too large to eat microscopic 
plants and animals, so it squeezed out 
of the thick growth of cora! and swam out 
into the vast Caribbean Sea, wearing a deep 
sea smile. 


PAT JONIKAS (age 11) Chicago, Illinois 


The Great Problem 
First Fiction Award 


Once upon a time, in a land of long ago, 
there lived a queen with a great problem. 

Covering the land was a beautiful, soft, 
green, grassy carpet, but the trouble was that 
every time the wind blew this carpet would 
go flippety-flop, flippety-flop. This upset the 
little people who lived in the land and made 
them very unhappy. 

One day when all the people were having 
a jolly picnic, a great, big, huge, enormous 
wind came roaring by and flippety-flop, flip- 
pety-flop went the beautiful, soft, green, grassy 
carpet. Can you guess what happened? Every- 
one’s coke was upset, all the hard-boiled eggs 
rolled down the hill and the sandwiches flew 
up in the blue, blue sky, and the people down 
in the valley thought they were flying saucers! 

This had happened once too often, the peo- 
ple decided, so they sent a committee of two 
to go to Queen Penelope Hepsibah the Fifth, 
to demand that something be done about this 
very upsetting problem. And | do mean up- 
setting! 

When the committee, Monkeyshiner and 
Donkeyshiner, had been ushered in to see the 


(Continued on page 46) 
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Frozen with fear, Chiara saw 
Cesare Borgia standing there, 
leaning against the mantel 


PART FIVE 


EITHER in nor out of the palace... a pass... 
ration cards . . .” The sentry’s words reverber- 
ated through the hall like mocking laughter. 

Chiara moistened dry lips. “Are you sure?” she whispered. 

The sentry seized her shoulder. “How did you get in 
here?” 

Chiara pointed to the stairs. 

“Nonsense!” he snapped. “Nobody’s up there. I’m here 
alone in this corridor, watching like a chicken hawk, for no 
one is to be let in but workers inspected against,” he rapidly 
crossed himself, “fever.” 

Alone! And afraid of fever! Chiara thought fast. “I am in 
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here,” she said crisply, “because I never got out. Mother and 
I stayed because she came down with fever!” 

The boy recoiled, white-faced. “Get away!” he croaked, 
“Get away!” : 

But Chiara drew closer. “We need food,” she said, “so 
please take me to your captain.” 

“My captain! I'd be shot! He’s a Turk about fever! Go 
away, girl,” he gasped. 


“But we must have cards,” Chiara protested. 
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“Wait! Let me think. You won't need a pass if you keep 
away from folks. Nobody’d notice you, poor soul. And as for 
rations—if you'll stay hid, P’'ll—” he gulped, “I'll give you my 
own!” 

Chiara produced her little hoard of coins. If he would 
buy food for her, she told him, she would come for it every 
day at siesta time. To this plan he agreed with pathetic 

eagerness. 

With the fresh food thus provided, Alba gained strength 
fast, and Chiara felt the meeting with the soldier had brought 
her luck. She was sure of it when one day he brought wel- 
come news: Cesare Borgia had left Urbino, and the soldiers 
had their marching orders. By nightfall the palace would 
be empty. 

“Borgia gone?” Chiara repeated, scarcely daring to believe 
that her release might be at hand. 

The sentry nodded. “He's off to conquer the rest of Italys 
They say it won't take him long. That suits me. I've no 
stomach for fighting and killing—especially my own country- 
men. But I just go along, tend to the horses, and stand guard. 
How glad I'll be to settle down once again on the farm! You 
know,” he crossed his arms and stared down at the floor, 
“it’s queer. I've met prettier girls everywhere, but never one 
like you. You make a fellow feel comfortable. And you're so 
kind—giving up your siesta every day to talk to a lonely 
soldier.” 

Chiara felt herself flushing. Kind! She was false in every 
way. 

“If only you had a bit of a marriage portion,” 
mered. 

Chiara laid her hand gently on his arm and shook her 
head. 

“A pretty hand,” he said slowly, then sighed and straight- 
ened. “I know it’s no use thinking about it as well as you 
do. Well, siesta time is up. They're stirring below. Anyway, 
I'll be easier in mind about you now, for you can get out of 
the palace. Farewell, and may God go with you, girl.” 

With misty eyes Chiara watched him march away, her 
heart echoing his farewell. 

Early the next morning she started for the town. It was like 
stepping into a dream world of silence, emptiness, and deso- 
lation. But the sky was blue, the morning air deliciously 
herb-scented, and her spirits soared. She was free! Soon she 
would ride—train falcons again. Like 
a golden echo of her thoughts came 
the tinkle of a tiny bell, and a vague 
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by MARY K. CORBETT 


Illustrated by John Fernie 


I know you because since the invasion, I have spent most 
of my time searching for you and Madame Alba.” 

Startled, Chiara listened to his story. When Alba had 
left the inn that night he had followed her, knowing she 
was wounded and hoping to help her. He was sure she 
had gone to the palace, but when he had tried to enter it, 
the Duke’s soldiers had barred the way. Then he had tried 
the stables, but there he was put to work helping grooms 
and falconers hide the Duke’s finest horses and falcons. Barbar, 
he said, was safe hid, waiting for her mistress. Chiara smiled, 
but her smile faded at his next words. Would the lady please 
take him to Madam Alba! Chiara shook her head. But he 
had tried so long, so hard to reach her, he pleaded, lying 
hidden on the walls for days—watching, listening. He had 
become sure that she had never left the palace. He knew 
that she and the Lady Chiara—the two people who had been 
most kind to him—must be hiding there. The minute the 
guards had left, he had hurried in to search. He must see 
Alba, he repeated desperately. She must be warned! 

“Alba? Warned—of what?” Chiara asked coldly. 

“Not to go near the town!” he gasped. “Everyone thinks 
she was the chief traitor—the blackest one of all—that she 
betrayed her benefactors. The folk of her quarter are sworn 
to track her down and kill her as they did Galeazzo!” 

“Alba! the most loyal soul in all the world!” Chiara ex- 
claimed. “Why, one word from me will clear her.” 

Beppo shook his head. “Nobody will listen. They are 
convinced she duped you. Believe me, my lady,” his eyes 
filled with tears, “they will storm the pi alace itself if they 
learn she is here.” 

“But the magistrates,” 
telligent men. They will listen to me and assure 
rights!” 

“Borgia’s men hold all the offices now,” Beppo reminded 
her, his voice firm but his eyes troubled. “They would only 
take you prisoner. No,” he whispered sadly, “liberty is dead 
in our Urbino.” 

Silence and desolation filled the mews again. “But you, my 
lady,” Beppo looked up, “you can get away. I will gli idly care 
for Madam Alba. Everyone is friend to you. You would be 
helped everywhere.” 

Chiara forced herself to tell him that she would stay with 
Alba. No one must ever know where (Continued on page 35) 


Chiara said angrily. “They are in- 
Alba her 


nephew, Francesco, and in revenge Fran- 


gray shape flitted through the trees. 
Chiara stood still for a moment. On 
the wall nearby hung an old lure. 
Seizing it, she whistled her call, then 
swung. The bird spiraled up, swooped 
and settled on the lure. It seemed a 
part of the dream when a voice mur- 
mured, “A glove, my lady,” and a 
hand proffered her a falconer’s glove. 
Then, turning in quick apprehension, 
she saw Beppo. “How did you know 
me?” she asked him, while her eyes 
searched the mews. 

He answered quickly, “You're safe, 
my lady. There is nobody here but me. 
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Tue Story So Far: The lady Chiara, ward 
of the Duke of Urbino, acted as hostess at 
the palace, while the Duchess, Elizabetta, 
was visiting her friend Isabella d'Este in 
Mantua. There were usually guests of high 
rank as well as the group of boys and girls 
from noble families who lived at the palace 
while they received court training as squires, 
knights, ladies-in-waiting. In that day in 
medieval Italy, Cesare Borgia was continu- 
ally raiding and plundering Italian towns 
and duchies. Chiara had rescued a young 
lad, Beppo, a victim of one of Borgia’s raids, 
from the teasing of the Duke’s mischievous 





cesco had stolen her golden necklace, the 
gage which the Florentine youth, Philip, 
had given her when she accepted him as 
her squire and which she had promised 
always to wear. When, through treachery, 
Borgia seized Urbino, the Duke, Philip, and 
Francesco escaped, but Chiara became sepa- 
rated from the rest and took refuge with 
her wounded nurse, Alba, in the secret 
tower room.- Like a mouse, haunting the 
secret passageways, Chiara obtained food 
and medicines for Alba and herself until she 
was discovered by one of Borgia’s sentries. 
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These patterns may be purchased from 
The American Girl, Pattern Dept., 155 
East 44th Street, New York City 17. 
When ordering, be sure to enclose the 
correct amount for each pattern (sorry, 
no C.O.D.’s) and state size. We pay the 
postage. For your convenience there is 
a clip-out order blank on page 50 


4769: The halter bodice of this dress for sizes 11-17 is high in 
front, comfortable and close-fitting under the arms, low in back. 
Pretty for dress-up, practical for play, the dress can be made in 
several different summer materials. Size 13 takes 4 yards 35” fabric 


4794: A smart sundress, shown here in Dan River wrinkleshed cot- 
ton, that is easy to make, to launder, and to slip into. With pert 
bows tying the shoulders and buttons down the side, it opens flat 
for ironing. Sizes 11-17. Size 13 needs 43% yards 35” material 
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Drawings by Florence Maier 
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9197: This trio is a real Vacation Special. Blouse, shorts, and 


skirt can be mixed and matched for as varied a summer wardrobe as 
anyone could ask. There are two styles for the blouse; and the 
full, wrap skirt, which closes at the back with two big buttons, 
can be whisked on over the trim shorts for street wear. Fuller 
cotton plaid is used in the blouse sketched here, and Avondale 
denim in the shorts and skirt. Sizes 10-16. In 35” material, size 
12, the blouse takes 14%, yards; shorts, 1 yard; skirt, 34 yards 
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® RRRNNG! You're the only one home, 
and you dash to answer the telephone. 
It’s Mother, saying she will be delayed; 
or an out-of-town relative who would 
like to stop by. Maybe it’s Brother Bill 
to say he is bringing home the boy 
who is your secret man-I’d-like-most-to- 
impress. In any case, it is a call that 
means it is up to you to put a meal to- 
gether, but quick. 

A girl’s best friend in this kind of sit- 
uation is a refrigerator that can contrib- 
ute some packages of frozen vegetables 
and fruits, and an emergency shelf of 
canned and packaged foods. Your grocer 
has a wide assortment of canned meats, 
fish, vegetables, and fruits; cooked spa- 
ghetti, macaroni, and beans; dehydrated 
and canned soups. You will find easy-to- 
make packaged puddings; cake and bis- 
cuit mixes; bread and rolls that need only 
oven browning. There are any number 
of things an imaginative cook can use 
for a jiffy meal which she will be proud 
to serve. 

No matter how little time you have, 
take a few minutes, first of all, to think 
and plan. Have your menu clearly in 
mind—it might be a good idea to write 
it down! Then do first things first. Using 
frozen food? Better start the thawing 
process right off. Salad? Wash and dry 
your greens and put them in the refrig- 
erator. Now begin with the things which 
take longest to prepare and cook; leave 
last-minute things to the last. 

Your big problem probably will be a 
main dish and the dessert. For a quick- 
and-easy main dish, open one or more 
cans of beef stew and heat. Meanwhile, 
make biscuits from a prepared mix. Pour 
the stew into a casserole, top with bis- 
cuits, and bake in a hot oven (425°) 
15 minutes, or until biscuits are browned. 
Bake a separate pan of biscuits at the 
same time. With the stew, serve a salad, 
more biscuits, and a beverage. Dessert 
can be fruit, canned or fresh, and pack- 
aged cookies. For salad you can have 
lettuce with the family’s favorite dress- 
ing, mixed greens, or a light vegetable 
salad. 


@ Susan Susemihl of Owings Mills, Mary- 
land, says this asparagus-cheese dish is 
a favorite with her family and friends. 


ASPARAGUS QUICK MEAL 


1 can tomato soup 1 teaspoon worcester- 


(undiluted) shire sauce 

Ye pound American 1 (#2) can asparagus 
cheese, cubed or tips 
grated 4 slices buttered toast 


Empty soup into top of double boiler 
and place over boiling water. When 
heated, add cheese and stir until cheese 
is melted. Stir in worcestershire sauce. 
Meantime, heat asparagus in another 
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by JUDITH MILLER 


Delicious Coconut Crunchy cookies are fun to make 


pan. Place one slice of toast on each serv- 
ing plate and arrange hot asparagus on 
toast. Pour soup mixture over each serv- 
ing, and serve at once. 


@ A festive, but quick and simple dish 
that can be made with canned or left- 
over turkey or chicken (or canned tuna 
fish) comes from Fannie John Lemoine, 
of Ames, lowa. Frozen or canned peas, 
canned cranberry sauce, celery sticks, a 
beverage, and dessert complete a deli- 
cious meal. 


PANTRY CHICKEN 

1 tablespoon butter 
1 (7 02.) can chicken 
4 slices buttered toast 


1 can cream of mush- 
room soup 


Place soup and butter in top of double 
boiler. Separate chicken into pieces and 
add. Cook over boiling water until thor- 
oughly heated, stirring gently once or 
twice. Serve on hot buttered toast. 
Serves 4. 


@ Dinner-in-a-broiler is a time and work 
saver. Anne Moreng, of Milton, Massa- 
chusetts, likes this one because, though 
easy to prepare, it is as attractive as it 


is good. 
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BROILED FISH DINNER 


1 pound frozen fish Ya cup mayonnaise 
fillets, thawed teaspoon worcester- 

4 boiled potatoes, sliced shire sauce 

2 ripe tomatoes, halved 1 tablespoon finely 

Salt and pepper chopped dill pickle 

Melted shortening or 1 tablespoon chopped 
cooking oil parsley (optional) 

1 egg white 


~ 


Heat broiler for at least 10 minutes 
with pan in place. Separate fillets and 
arrange on heated broiler pan. Arrange 
potatoes (use precooked potatoes to save 
time) and tomatoes around fish. Brush 
all with melted shortening, sprinkle with 
salt and pepper, and broil 10 minutes. 
While fish is broiling, beat egg white 
until stiff. Add remaining ingredients 
and mix lightly. Spread over broiled fish 
and broil 3 minutes longer, or until egg 
white is browned. (This browns quickly, 
so stand by with a watchful eye.) Serve 
on a hot platter. Makes 4 servings. 

With this, you may serve a salad if 
you wish, or just dessert and a beverage. 


@ If you have time to dash out to the 
market for some ground beef, you will 
find the recipe sent from Taft, Califor- 
nia, by Janet (Continued on page 32) 
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Terry- 
Crinkle 





Perfect pair-ups, sensational separates! Zipper- 
front shirt combines terry cloth with knitted 


seersucker stripes . 
stripes! Ever-washable, 


- cute shorts echo the 
need no ironing. Red 
Sizes 


or navy with white stripes and terry. 
S-M-L. 


Elastic midriff in matching stripes. Sizes S-M-L. 


Murn 


please send me: Size 


62 broadway, 
paterson, new jersey 


Color 2nd Color 





Zip-sbirt $1.95 





Pocket shorts $2.95 





Magic midriff $1.50 





OM.O (0 Check 2 C.0.D (add 20c postage) 


Name 





Address 





City Zone 


State, 





Money back guarantee in 10 days. 


STOP 


NAIL- 
BITING 


Protect the Loveliness of 
Your Hands With BITE-X 





Before—Nobody loves a nail- 
biter! Breaking this offensive 
habit may make a world of 
difference to you in business 
or socially. 





After 
now from unsightly nails. 
Young people all over the 
country report amazing suc- 
cess with BITE-X. 


No embarrassment 


Don’t let ugly, chewed up 
nails embarrass you... 
you self-conscious . . . spoil 
your chance for romance and 
happiness! Now it’s so easy 
to break yourself of this vi- 
cious habit. Just apply 
BITE-X to the tips of your 
fingers. 


EASY! SAFE! 
INEXPENSIVE 


Harmless, liquid BITE-X 
instantly forms an adhesive, 
transparent and very bitter 
coating. One taste and you'll 
shrink from biting your nails 
again. How proud you'll be 
of nails that look lovely... 
hands that win kisses. Send 
for a bottle of BITE-X to- 
day. 


MONEY BACK 
GUARANTEE 


The first bottle must break 
the habit or your money will 
be cheerfully refunded. You 
have everything to gain and 
nothing to lose. a only 
xi—we pay 


postag: 
BITE-X Boee., Dept. 40 “y 
Y.C, 


683 Fifth Ave., N. 
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by PAT DI SERNIA, 





The contest is closing as we go to press 
with this issue, and the suspense of won- 
dering who is going to win is almost un- 
bearable. To top it off the great day of 
our Grand Award luncheon at the fabu- 
lous Waldorf-Astoria comes closer and 
closer! At this moment the fashion office 
has taken on all the aspects of a gigantic 
three-ring circus. Everyone is running 
back and forth with pictures of important 
people, handfuls of invitation lists and 
program proofs; and the whole staff is 
bursting with ideas, one more breath- 
taking than the other. 

Our latest and most exciting news is 
that Melvyn Douglas and Nancy Malone 
—stars of the current Broadway smash 
hit “Time Out for Ginger”—will help us 
make this luncheon the moment of a 
lifetime for four lucky girls! Mr. Douglas, 


Miss Helen Shaw, Ex- 
ecutive Director of the 
Fort Wayne and Allen 
County Council, ex- 
plains design contest 
rules to participating 
Scouts Sally Hirshy 
and Imogene Budd 


Contest News 


A column to keep you informed 
on design-contest news 


from all ever the country 


Fashion Editor 





as the saying goes, “needs no introduc- 
tion” for you've probably ohed and ahed 
at him in lo, these many motion pictures, 
legitimate theater productions, television 
shows, etc. But some of you may not 
know that Nancy Malone was our 1948 
Girl Scout Poster Girl and was also on 
our AMERICAN Girt November, 1947, 
cover. Mr. Douglas will be master of 
ceremonies and Nancy will be commen- 
tator. The pictures above show Nancy as 
she appeared on our poster and in a 
scene from the play. 

‘Girl Scouts Rush to Enter De sign Con- 
test.” This headline was taken from the 
Fort Wayne, Indiana, Journal-Gazette 
which published the picture below and 
a news story on January 29th. Wolf & 
Dessauer is the sponsoring store for the 
Fort Wayne and Huntington area. 
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When Girl Scouts get together—in class or in 
camp—you can bet they’re wearing Buster Brown 
Official Girl Scout Shoes. They’re the shoes that 
are as famous for fashion as they are for hand- 
some leathers and easy-going fit. And when they 
say “Official” —you and your mother know you’re 
getting the best shoes for Girl Scouts. 


84> 
HIGHER DENVER WEST 


... Remember, there are 






Brownie Scout shoes, too. 
Sizes 12% to 3. $7.45. 


See You in Class... = ens 
Buster Brown Official — 
Girl Scout Saddle Shoes. 
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By G.S. f° 
of U.S.A. 
It’s not an official shoe unless 


it is marked "Girl Scout.” 


THE OFFICIAL APPROVED SHOE 











See You at Camp... 
Buster Brown Official 
Girl Scout Oxfords. 
Also available in white. 
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BUSTER BROWN 
Official int Set Shows 


Product of Buster Brown Division, Brown Shoe Company, St. Louis 
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“He says he never gets tired after 
he’s had an RC!” 





YES, AND RC IS BEST BY TASTE-TEST, TOO! 
Two full glasses in the BIG bottle! 
Enjoy a frosty bottle today! 
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an ORIGINAL for Sub-Teens! 





‘the crisp flirty skirt...the pert 
Fm .both beautifully scalloped in 
pique: Designed of textured Twistalene* 
“ae fabric that never needs ironing... 
always looks brand-new! *Reg. 
Sub-Teen Sizes: 8,10,12,14.Guaranteed Color- 
fast—Washable —Preshrunk. In heavenly 
Tropic Bive, Lime Green, Tangerine, Charcoal. 


—— MONEY BACK IF NOT DELIGHTED 








(The Prom Shop, 760 41st. St, Miami Beach, Fa.’ 


1 Please send me PROM ORIGINALS at $8.95 each. | 























; Size Ist Color Choice 2nd 8 ZA 

: Name : Ee TS Z ny 
Addr: ' 

>» RENE State ; BETTY ANN HATS, Inc.| 

{| Co Payment Enclosed. Add 25c for Postage & Handling. | WEST 36th ST.. NEW YORK 18 NY | 

1C] €.0.D. Enclose $1 deposit on all C.0.D. orders. } Se wii’ 
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by JONNI BURKE 


Drawings by Lisl Weil 





“Look See,” Tussy‘s latest creation 
—three tubes of lipstick in a plastic 
container that has a mirror front. 
A special set for blonds, another 
for brunettes, and a third for 
redheads. $1* at Filene’s, Boston 





7 


For the luxurious feel of velvety 
smooth skin use Harriet Hubbard 
Ayers’ Golden Chance dusting 
powder. Attractively packaged, it 
comes with its own bath mitt, too. 
$1.25* at Marshall Field’s, Chicago 





Shulton’s Bubbling Bath Crystals. 
Just pour some of the tiny little 
. granules into the water and see 
the hundreds of iridescent bubbles. 
Box of eight tubes, $1* at Wood- 
ward & Lothrop, Washington, D. C. 


Please order items direct from stores 
listed and mention The American Giri. 
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Aids to Good Grooming to keep 
you dainty and fresh all summer 
long. Yours for $3 or less 





Ebb, 
ant by Pharma-craft, is lightly 
scented. Easy to use; just apply 
a few drops to keep you dainty 
and fresh all day long. It’s $1*, Ar- 
nold Constable, New York City 16 


a new liquid cream deodor- 





Red Lilac cologne by Lentheric. 
A delightfully refreshing scent 


which has truly captured the deli- 

cate fragrance of blooming spring 

lilacs. It’s available at Saks 34th 

St., New York City 1 for $1.25* 
t; 





For a professional manicure, “Your 

Very Own,” a plastic kit contain- 

ing nail polish, cuticle oil, nail 

powder, white pencil, and buffer. 

Packaged by Cutex. Only $1.50* 

from Gimbel’s, New York City 1 
* Please add 20% Federai tax 
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DALE HILTON 
945 Pennsylvania Ave., N. W. 
Washington 4, D. C. 


C1 Enclosed Check 
(_) Money Order 
(} Send C.0.0. 
Please send me my “‘Sugar'n Spice” at $6.95 in 
SIZE. COLOR 2nd COLOR CHOICE______ 
Smart girls prepay their orders and save C.0.D. charges. 








Your money refunded if not delighted. 


, 


ieee 


ge mn 
Sugar n Spice 


JUST 8-95 
COMPLETE 

Dark, dark, sleeveless cotton, worn with or without 
the adorably curved bolero. White piqué forms V in- 
serts, buttoned ‘‘dog collar’’, and lines the stand-up 
reveres. Stitched-tucked bib, unpressed pleats. Won- 
derfully washable in NAVY, LILAC, DARK GREEN, 
CHARCOAL GREY or BITTERSWEET, ali with WHITE 
TRIM, Sizes 7 to 15. $6.95 





<< 


NAME 

ADDRESS. — 
Fel )6h)h)hl( 
| have added 25¢ for postage and handling. 
Prepay your order if you live outside the U.S.A. . 

| have enclosed $1 deposit to be applied to my 
C.0.D. purchase. 























“Td love to, Sally. Can I bring Tom? I think 
he'd like to know more about the phone company.” 


“Sure, bring him. You'll have a swell time— 
and you'll like the foiks here, too, they're so friendly!” 


“With so many young people at the telephone 
company, there’s always something doing — parties, 
picnics, bowling, singing. . .. We're having a 
‘Family Night’ next week—why don’t you come?” 








Mount Precious Prints 
with ENGEL 
CORNERS! 


POC-KET Style 
Permits filing negative 
under print when print 
is mounted tight— 
. —exclusive Engel feature. Black, white 
100 of — Sold, silver, brown or red. Get some todayi 


. 3 TRANSPARO 


ART CORNERS—clear as glass 












Mount prints, greeting cards, etc., 
with complete visibility! 100 white 
or black backing 1l5c. Order from 
your dealer! Write for FREE circu- 
ad “How to Keep the Things You 
Save." 







ENGEL ART CORNERS MFG. CO 
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Dept.5AG,4711 N. Clark St, Chicogo 40 | 





Lapstrake 
Boat 


Trim lines for speed! Roomy seats and sturdy 
construction. Built for years of service. 
FREE CATALOG iliustrates boats for family and sport. 
All kinds of canoes, outboard boats, sailboats, row- 
boats, dinghies. Write today. Address Old Town Canoe 
Company, 925 Fourth Street, Old Town, Maine. 


. ~ 


“Old Town Boats” 








Boys Are People 
(Continued from page 9) 


admiring, wide-eyed glance in best imita- 
tion of Dot. 

“Like heck I am.” Norman’s apple cheeks 
got redder, and his left foot stepped hard 
on Maliz’s right. “I’m terrible and you know 
it. 

Maliz reddened, too, but resolved to make 
another try. “But you are. I guess you're 
sort of the athletic type, and they’re always 
good dancers.” (Dazzling smile. ) 

“Athletic type. That’s good.” There was 
a note of bitterness in Norman’s voice. “My 
gosh, the way things get around this town. 
Just because my mother thinks football is 
dangerous, everybody has to kid me about 
her not letting me try out for the team. How 
did you get the word?” 

“Oh, I'm not—that is, I didn’t—-I mean—” 
Maliz floundered helplessly, missing the step. 
A good line indeed! All it had done was 
trip her up. When the music stopped, she 
almost ran to the dressing room, tears of 
mortification in her eyes. 


A pale, plumpish girl sat deject- 
edly by the telephone table. Behind her rim- 
less glasses were traces of recent tears. Maliz 
recognized Ivy Babcock, who lived four 
doors down on Loma Linda and had the 
four cockers and the two old Scotties. 

Maliz, hearing the music low and sweet 
outside and longing to be dancing to it with 
Burke, sat down at the dressing table. As 
she began to rearrange her hair, she saw 
Ivy picked up the telephone, and after a 
moment heard her say: “Mummy? Would 
you ask Daddy to drive over to the club for 
me? I don’t feel very well.” There was a 
little sob, and then, “Half an hour? Okay, 
Pll wait.” 

Two of a kind, Maliz thought bitterly. 
Words formed themselves in her mind. “The 
most splitting headache. Would your father 
mind dropping me off at the corner of South 
and Loma Linda?” She turned around on 
the bench. It would be so easy. She half 
rose with the little fib on her lips. Then, as 
the music ceased outside, she heard, amid 
the sudden surge of voices and laughter, 
one laugh, deeper, more grown-up, but the 
same warm, infectious laugh of the boy in 
the walnut tree. Burke! He was there after 
all. She smoothed down the chestnut curls, 
smiled at Ivy and, catching a little, quick, 
indrawn breath, went out. 

The orchestra was leaving for intermission 
and the dancers were beginning to surge out 
to the porch. Trying to look gay and pur- 
poseful, Maliz went out too, and sat down 
in a shadowed corner. Later, when the 
music began again and she was left alone, 
she went over to the porch railing and 
leaned upon it. 

Being alone there wasn’t conspicuous and 
embarrassing, but it wasn’t good either, with 
the music throbbing deliciously. 

When she had crossed the dance floor, she 
had seen Burke talking to a slim girl with 
enormous gray eyes and a delicate, Botti- 
celli-angel face. Maliz had had a fleeting 
impression that Burke was taller, broader 
than of old; but he had the same thoughtful 
dark eyes and humorous mouth. She had 
felt as if a muscular fist had seized her heart 
and squeezed it. Now, she gazed far over 
the moon-blanched golf course where some- 
one was turning on the sprinklers. 
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Presently she took the little walnut man 
from her bag and looked at it wistfully. 
Why did boys have to grow up into creatures 
for whom you had to put on some kind of 
an act? 

The person who had been turning on the 
sprinklers walked slowly toward the porch. 
Maliz saw it was Donald Jackson, and on 
a sudden impulse she leaned over and said 


| 


“Hil” Then finding in his face an echo of | 


her own aloneness, she asked at random: 
“Where’s your dog? I saw him with you 
that day on the courts. I had a wirehair 
once, too.” 

Donald hunched his shoulders in the tight 
gray suit. Then he replied with an obvious 
effort: “Around here somewhere.” He 
whistled. “Over there,” he said, pointing 
to a white patch in the moonlight. He 


whistled again and called, “Here, Flick,” 


but although they could both plainly see a 
shaggy white commotion in the bushes, there 
was no response. 

“Self-willed imp,” said Donald, and the 
fondness in his voice made praise of the 
disparagement. Then in an ordinary, conver- 
sational tone he asked, “How about a game 
of ball?” at which the commotion became a 
leaping white streak, and Flick was at their 
feet eyeing the ball that Donald took from 
his pocket. 

“It was “Wouldn't you like some supper?” 
with my Busy,” said Maliz. “Then she’d 
come like a shot.” She caught up her skirts 
and joined Donald on the lawn below. “Now 
you'll have to throw for him.” 

It was a funny thing to be doing at a 
dance—standing by the club driveway and 
playing ball with the dog of this self-con- 
scious boy in the outgrown suit and clean 
white shirt. They took turns throwing, ex- 
changing views between times on _ wire- 
hairs and presently, when Donald described 
how Flick had got stuck chasing a wood- 
chuck into a drainpipe, Maliz burst out 
laughing. 


Suddenly there were voices on the porch. 


“Oh, Burke, I'm sorry you can’t stay.” That 


must be the Botticelli-angel girl. 
“Back as soon as I meet Dad’s train. Save 
me a dance.” 


Maliz’s hand trembled as she 
handed Donald the ball. The moon had gone 
behind the clouds and, cowering behind the 
hydrangea bush, she was glad. If Burke 
should see her out here playing ball with 
someone who was not even invited to the 
party! 

Flick brought the ball back to her, but 
she did not at once stoop to take it, and he 
dropped the wet sphere at her feet and 
nudged her with his nose. Someone called, 
“Train’s due in twenty minutes;” the voice 
receded and the veranda door slammed. 

Mechanically Maliz picked up the ball, 
dried it on her handkerchief and _half- 
heartedly rolled it down the hill at the 
edge of the drive. Flick bounded away in 
pursuit, and at the same moment there was 
the sound of a car starting. 


“Flick!” she cried, “Flick!” But the white 


streak in the darkness continued to parallel 
the rock-bordered drive in chase of the ball. 
Faster came the car; someone in a hurry. 
The ball was rolling on the grass along the 
edge of the drive, too close for safety. But 
he'll never cross the drive, thought Maliz. 

Then it happened. The ball hit a rock, 
bounced on to the driveway with Flick only 
inches behind. There was such a little bump 
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She’s out for every boy who’s with another 
girl. It’s easy to see why she can’t keep a 
man of her own. What boy wants a girl who 
concentrates on everyone but him? 


Just try and turn off her chatter! She has 
words to spill on every subject, but her 
favorite is herself. Whenever will she learn y 
people like to talk about themselves, not 

hear about her? 
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Every day is “‘sadderday” for her, but the saddest are 
the ones she circles in blue on her calendar each month. 
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She ought to look at that clever book “Growing Up 
and Liking It”! 


Even teen should own a copy of this wise, 


helpful little book. It tells all you want and need to know 
about menstruation. Gives physical facts plus tips on how 
to look and feel your best during your period. No charge, 
either; “Growing Up and Liking It” is a present to you 
from the makers of Modess, the soft-as-it-is-safe napkin. 














r 
| Anne Shelby, Personal Products Corp., Box 5351-5 Milltown, N.J, 
; Please send me, in plain wrapper, a free copy of ““Grow- 
| ing Up and Liking It.” (Good only in U.S. A. and Canada.) 
| Name 
| ’ (PLease PRINT) 
/ | Street 
Modasd book. City P.O. 
j State. Age 
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SKIN BAD? 


Here's quick help! 


nm 


Every normal girl 
and boy wants to 
be liked and ad- 
mired! Naturally, 
it’s embarrassing to 
have your face 
break out! Makes 
you feel like crawl- 
ing into your shell 





and staying there. But don't just let 
teen-age skin problems spoil your good 
times or ruin your popularity. 





Here’s the good news that’s thrill- 
ing teen-agers all over the country! A 
new way has been worked out to help 
heal externally-caused blemishes, fast! 
It’s easy and it’s different! You start by 
washing your face with greaseless, med- 
icated Noxzema and water! 


Nothing fussy or complicated! Here's 
all you do: 


1. Wasu face and neck with Noxzema 
and water. Just apply Noxzema liber- 
ally; wring out a cloth in warm water; 
then wash as if using soap. Notice how 
clean your skin looks! How much bet- 
ter it feels! Not dry or drawn! 


2. Hers neat while you sleep! Spread 
medicated Noxzema over your face and 
pat a bit extra on any externally-caused 
blemishes to help heal them fast! You'll 
like its cool, pleasant tingle. Noxzema 
is not gummy! Not sticky! Doesn’t 
stain pillow! It’s greaseless! 


3. Wasu again in the morning with water 
and Noxzema. Then apply medicated 
Noxzema over your whole face, to 
soothe and help protect your skin all 
day! It’s greaseless! Doesn’t show! 





Helps 24 hours a day! Discover for 
yourself how quickly Noxzema helps 
heal externally-caused blemishes and 
helps keep teen-age skin looking 
smoother and more attractive. Get 
Noxzema today — 40¢, 60¢ and $1.00 
plus tax at drug, cosmetic counters. 
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that the driver went on unconscious of what 
had happened, but Flick was left lying very 
still on the grass. . 

Donald bent over him, white-faced. “1 
can feel his heart; it’s beating,” he said 
through set lips. “We'll have to get him to 
a vet's. You got a car?” 

“No, no,” moaned Maliz. Then, as a car 
turned in below at the club gates she re- 
membered. That must be Ivy’s father who 
was to come in half an hour. 

Running toward the clubhouse, she won- 
dered what Ivy would say. She seemed such 
an aloof, colorless person. Maliz was so 
breathless when she burst into the dressing 
room that at first she couldn’t make Ivy 
understand what she wanted. , 

Ivy, however, was calm—so placid, in 
fact, that Maliz misread her serenity for 
indifference. But when she answered there 
was genuine concern in the gray eyes be- 
hind the spectacles, and sympathy in Ivy’s 
soft voice. ; 

“Of course we'll take you,” she said. 
“Daddy won't mind a bit. At home we have 
dogs all over the place, and Daddy’s as 
crazy about them as I am. We'll just stop 
a sec to tell Don’s mother,” she said, “then 
we're off.” 


The trip to the veterinary Ivy rec- 
ommended seemed endless to Maliz. Ivy's 
father drove, and Maliz sat beside him, 
turning from time to time to look at the 
back seat where Ivy sat with Donald, who 
was holding the now-conscious Flick on his 
lap. Maliz longed to say something com- 
forting, but was completely at a loss. How 
did one ever learn? 

Ivy said, “It'll be all right, boy,” croon- 
ingly, and rested her oddly chubby child’s 


| hand on Flick’s flank. To Donald she said, 
| “Your name’s Don Jackson, isn’t it? Mine’s 


Ivy Babcock. Listen, Don, we'll be at Dr. 
Cullen’s in five minutes now, and he’s swell. 
He pulled my Starlight out of distemper 
and cured Angus when the Doberman prac- 
tically chewed him up.” 

Maliz heard the warmth and comfort in 
Ivy’s voice and saw Donald look up grate- 
fully, the misery a little abated in his long, 
lean face. 

“Flick’s looking better,” Ivy encouraged. 
“T can tell, honestly, Don. I do know dogs,” 
she added, with a smile that lighted up the 
gray eyes. “Let me hold him; I've got more 
lap.” To her amazement, Maliz saw Donald 
let this strange girl move Flick capably into 
her lap and, when they reached the hospital, 
carry him in. 

It was to Ivy that Donald turned when 
Dr. Cullen led them across the passageway 
to the hospital and clicked on the lights in 
the brilliantly white operating room. Follow- 
ing at the tail of the little procession, Maliz 
marveled at this new side to Ivy—capable, 
comforting, and comfortable. 

In another moment Flick was on the spot- 
less table, still panting, his black eyes like 
hot coals, his body tensed and trembling. 
Donald stood by, looking lost and white. 

“You hold him, please Ivy,” said Dr. 
Cullen, and Ivy gently held Flick quiet 
while Dr. Cullen’s skillful fingers probed 
for injuries under the crisp black-and-white 
coat. 

“It’s all right, boy; it’s all right,” Ivy 
crooned soothingly, and Flick’s trembling 
lessened. A glance passed between her and 
Donald, and there was something in Ivy's 
expression and the answering smile from 


Donald that made it seem to Maliz as if 
Ivy had convinced Donald too, that every- 
thing would be all right. : 

Pretty soon Dr. Cullen straightened up 
and said, “Slight concussion, and a cut on 
the head; for the rest it’s mostly shock. 
These purebred terriers are mighty high- 
strung. You hold him again, Ivy, while I 
bandage him and give him a penicillin shot.” 

“I think Don would like to hold him,” 
said Ivy. 

And sure enough, while Ivy stood by, 
Donald, more color in his face now, held 
Flick while Dr. Cullen cared for him. 

A few minutes later, with Flick sitting 
between Don and Ivy with more than a 
hint of his old perkiness, Ivy’s father, with 
Maliz beside him, drove back to the club. 
Maliz had an impulse to ask if he would 
drop her at home as they passed. Certainly, 
she thought, neither Don nor Ivy would 
miss her. Turning around once to look at 
Flick, Maliz caught Donald looking at Ivy— 
well, as she had always hoped Burke Moffett 
might one of these days look at Maliz Edger- 
ton! Maliz let her impulse lapse as she real- 
ized that she wanted to stick around a little 
longer to observe and ponder. 

As they stopped before the club the or- 
chestra was playing “Good-Night, Ladies.” 
Maliz said good-by to the Babcocks and to 
Donald and started for the dressing room 
to wait for Dot. She paused a moment in 
the doorway to watch the couples floating 
by in the soft light. Two and two and two 
and two—people who had eaten and been 
filled at the feast, people who would go 
home tired and satisfied and full of mem- 
ories. But more vividly even than the danc- 
ers she remembered the faces of Don and 
Ivy, and it seemed to her as if the threads 
of understanding and sympathy, crossing 
and re-crossing between them, had been 
tangible and visible. 

The music broke off with a final lingering 
chord and Maliz, turning quickly toward 
the dressing room, almost collided with 
Burke Moffett, who was racing toward the 
door, his topcoat over his arm. 

Maliz’s heart stood still, then gave a great 
leap that sent the blood rushing to her 
cheeks. Say hello and then duck, quick, she 
thought—quick, before he finds out you're 
here alone. Don’t let him see you as a wall- 
flower. 

But as Burke spoke her name, Maliz rec- 
ognized by the deep vertical crease in his 
forehead and the set of his lips that some- 
thing was very wrong. Flight was out of 
the question for she knew what it was al- 
most before Burke said bleakly, “They tell 
me I hit a dog. I've got to hurry over to 
Doc Cullen’s.” It was Burke’s car that had 
struck Flick, and now Burke was feeling 
like a murderer. The miserable, unhappy 
look on his face reminded Maliz of Don’s 
expression when Flick was on the operating 
table! Suddenly there flashed into her mind 
the comfort and genuineness of plain little 
Ivy’s response, and words tumbled from 
her lips. 

“Oh, Burke,” she cried, “Burke, wait. 
Flick’s fine now, and nobody blames you 
a bit. How do I know? Why, I was there!” 


Later, driving home with Dot 
and Larry, Maliz was very quiet. Earlier 
in the evening she had decided to be quiet; 
distantly, coolly quiet, because she was so 
hurt and angry at their having forgotten 
about her; but now all that seemed unim- 
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portant, and she was silent because she was 
busy thinking. 

There outside the dressing-room door she 
had had only a brief five minutes’ conver- 
sation with Burke, and there hadn’t been 
a morsel of “sweet talk,” not one word or 
glance such as she dreamed of, not even a 
suggestion of a future meeting. And yet that 
brief space had encompassed something real 
and warm and living between them. She 
wasn’t just imagining that Burke had been 
relieved and grateful for her comforting ex- 
planation; it wasn’t just wishful thinking 
that he had seemed to see her as a real per- 
son. She felt years older, years wiser. It 
wasn't a line, it wasn’t false sophistication 
she needed to make her popular with the 
boys. All she had to do was to act like a 
human being. 

Now they were driving across the bridge 
and each pylon they passed marked the in- 
creasing distance away from the strange 
evening and Burke—probably now driving 
through the night with the Botticelli-angel 
girl at his side. 

There'll be another time, thought Maliz, 
confidently, and now I'll know how to be- 
have. THE END 
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A pretty accent for summer-bared arms and 
shoulders is this three-piece jewelry set, 
copper-hued to match your brand-new sun- 
tan. It is also a good choice of gift for your 
lucky friend who has “everything.” And, it 
can make an_ interesting arts-and-crafts 
project for your summer-camp group. 

The jewelry is concocted out of copper 
wire which is easily coiled into attractive 
shapes. Only tools needed are a pair of 
pliers, a small hammer, and a ruler. Once 
you get the idea, you may be able to obtain 
copper wire and develop other ideas for 
jewelry you and your friends can make. 


The following kits, containing copper wire 
and complete instructions, are available: 
KIT J, wires for 1 bracelet, 1 necklace, 1 pair ear- 
rings, $1.00; KIT JA, wires for 1 bracelet, 30¢, KIT 
JC, wires for 1 necklace, 60¢. 


For large-scale projects: KIT JB, wires for 12 brace- 
lets, $2.65 (22¢ each); KIT JD, wires for 12 neck- 
laces, $5.10 (43¢ each); KIT JE, wires, fixtures, 
cement for 1 doz. pairs of earrings, $1.75 (15¢ 
pair); special pliers, square nosed, $2.30. 

Order direct from Magnus Brush & Craft Mate- 
rials, 108 Franklin Street, New York 13, New York. 
Postage is prepaid. 
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Everyone admires a skillful player. 
To improve your game — choose a 
racket and tennis balls made by 
Spalding. 

In actual court performance, 
Spalding-made rackets offer greater 
power, perfect balance. You have a 
choice of handle sizes, weights, and 
flexibilities to bring out the best in 
your game. You get practically a 
custom fit. A wide range of prices. 


Since 1887, the Spalding-made 
Wright & Ditson tennis ball has 
been the only ball ever used in the 
National Singles and Doubles 
Championships, the U. S. Davis 
Cup and Wightman Cup Matches. 
With its twin, the Spalding—these 
tennis balls are played in more ma- 
jor tournaments than all others 
combined. 


SPALDING and WRIGHT & DITSON 
RACKETS and TENNIS BALLS 











a Jiffy Meals 
: (Continued from page 23) 


Keep a Recipe 
Scrapbook 


9 
Say “HAPPY MOTHER’S DAY!” at 
by preparing this luscious dish Et 







McConnell a quick and excellent main 
dish. Janet serves it with hot rolls (the 
kind you buy ready to brown in the oven) 
a tossed salad, and gingerbread, made from 
a packaged mix and served warm, with 


whipped cream. 





DINNER-IN-A-DISH 
for Sunday supper... then add 1 tablespoon butter or 1 (#2) can green beans, 
margarine drained 
the recipe to your scrapbook.* Y2 cup chopped onions 1 can tomato soup 
ee 1 pound ground beef (undiluted) 
1 teaspoon salt 1 teaspoon worcester- 
Ye teaspoon pepper shire sauce 


3 cups warm mashed potatoes 


Melt shortening in a large frying pan and 

add onion and beef. Cook and stir until 

| meat is browned. Add remaining ingredients, 
| except potatoes. Cook and stir gently until 
| mixture comes to a boil. Pour into greased 
baking dish. Cover entire top with mashed 
potatoes—precooked may be used for these, 
too. Bake in moderate oven (375°) 25 min- 
utes, or until potatoes are browned. Serves 6. 


@ Here is a real quickie which also uses 
ground beef. Brown 1 teaspoon chopped 
onion, 1 teaspoon chopped pepper, a % 

pound pti beef in 1 tablespoon butter 
or margarine. When meat is browned, add 
a can of macaroni in cheese sauce, mix 


well, and heat through. 


Quick Seafood Newburg 


An impressive, truly easy main dish nutmeg, dry mustard; % tsp. each Wor- 


made with the Whole-Egg Mayon- _ cestershire sauce, pepper; 2 tbs. flour. | @ A favorite pudding of Pat Inman, of Fort 


Wayne, Indiana, makes a nice dessert for 
a quick meal. It takes no time to mix, and 
because it is served warm, can be cooking 
while the rest of the meal is being eaten. 


naise—new Seafood Newburg: Melt3 _ Blend 1% c. milk and % c. Best Foods 
tbs. Nucoa® margarine. Add 1% Ibs. _ or Hellmann’s Real Mayonnaise. Pour 
cooked shrimp. Cook 3 mins. Add %4 into fish mixture, cook until sauce 
tsp. salt; % tsp. paprika; % tsp. each thickens. Serve with toast. (Serves 6.) 


oa 


— == aes oe [i a hare HOT FUDGE PUDDING 
a 1 cup sifted flour % cup milk 
2 teaspoons baking 2 tablespoons butter or 
powder margarine, melted 
Good so many ways—no other may- % teaspoon salt 1 cup chopped pecans 
onnaise can compare with Best Foods® % cup sugar 1 cup brown sugar 
or Hellmann’s® Real Mayonnaise. | 2 tablespoons cocoa % cup cocoa 


‘ : 1% cups hot water 
You know how much better tasting 


: A Combine first five ingredients and sift into 
*Earn your it makes salads and sandwiches . . . niten tal Gen oh dines ool 
Cook Proficiency Badge aa but just wait’ll you taste the flavor pecans, and mix well. Pour into psa 8” x 
Mother will be so pleased | : it adds to easy sauces, like this Seafood 9” pan. Combine brown sugar and the % cup 
with your thoughtfulness . . . J Newburg. Freshly broken whole eggs cocoa and sprinkle over hacen Pour hot 
and at the same time this | give this famous mayonnaise its eon water over batter. Bake in mo erate oven 
recipe can help you com- 4 : (350°) 40 to 45 minutes. While warm, cut 
plete Activities 13 and 17 ; flavor, smoother texture, extra-luscious in squares, place upside down on serving 
toward earning your Cook b/ goodness. One taste and you'll know plates, and top with sauce from pan. 
Proficiency Badge! —4 % why it’s America’s favorite mayonnaise! 


For the last recipe, we are giving you a 
delicious, quickly made cooky, nice to serve 


r | with a meal, or as a snack. 
Best Foods - Hellmann’‘s 
- —. 


COCONUT CRUNCHIES 
cup shredded coconut 1 egg, well-beaten 
cup sugar 1 teaspoon almond 
cup wheat-flake cereal extract 


Combine first three ingredients and mix 
well. Add egg and flavoring and blend. Let 
stand 5 minutes. Drop by teaspoonfuls .on 
a greased baking sheet. Bake in moderate 
oven (350°) 12 minutes, or until golden 
brown. Remove from sheet at once. Makes 
about 20 cookies. 









@ Guaranteed by * 
Good Housekeeping Icebox Pies is the August subject—the 
Re light, luscious kind you can make ahead and 
keep in the icebox. Send in your favorite! 

THE END 






i] wi IN TH 
me THE WEST noe Please turn to page 47 for next month's 


| Recipe Exchange announcement. 
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Elizabeth Enters 
(Continued from page 13) 


became the first lieutenant of the destroyer 
Whelp. The youngest officer in the navy 
to hold such a position, he served in the 
Mediterranean Sea and the Atlantic Ocean. 

One day in 1946 the peacetime world sud- 
denly seemed much brighter to Lilibet, who 
had really been dancing with only half a 
heart. Philip was back in England! He was 
going to be an instructor at a Navy training 
center. He soon began to arrive at the same 
parties to which Princess Elizabeth had been 
invited. She and Philip had to be very care- 
ful, for they didn’t want their romance to be 
common gossip. They danced together rare- 
ly, though they often stole glances as they 
passed with other partners. They saw the 
American show, “Oklahoma!” and felt as if 
its lovely ballad, “People Will Say We're in 
Love,” was truly “our song.” Lilibet played 
it over and over on her phonograph. 

The husband of a future queen has to suit 
a lot of people. Some thought Philip was 
rather “wild.” He liked to roar around the 
roads in fast cars, and he had been known 
to smash them up a little. Besides, though 
he was a great-great-grandson of Queen 
Victoria, he was legally a Greek and fifth 
in the line of heirs to the Greek throne. 

However, Philip had no Greek blood. He 
was Danish on one side of his family, Eng- 
lish on the other. From the time he was a 
small boy he had attended schools in Eng- 
land and Scotland. 

Lilibet didn’t feel that Philip was “wild.” 
He had opinions of his own and said pretty 
much what he thought. When he came to 
Buckingham Palace, he often wandered 
around in his shirt sleeves, or in flannel 
slacks and sport shirts. He seemed like a 
fresh sea breeze blowing through the Palace. 


That autumn the Palace announced 
Princess Elizabeth and her sister would ac- 
company the King and Queen to South 
Africa the next February. While the royal 
family was away, Philip’s naturalization 
papers came through. He had given up all 
claims to the Greek throne and was now 
a British subject. He had taken his uncle’s 
name and was no longer Prince Philip 
but plain Lieutenant Philip Mountbatten of 
the Royal Navy. In the newspapers of July 
9, 1947, the King announced the engagement 
of the Heiress Presumptive to her first and 
only love. 

The wedding was in November, 1947, in 
Westminster Abbey. The night before, the 
King made Philip Duke of Edinburgh. For 
the British people, the day provided a splash 
of color in a drab time of rationing, hard 
work, and simple living. The ceremony was 
set for 11:30 a.m. Promptly at 11:28 Prin- 
cess Elizabeth and her father entered the 
mellow old Abbey, crammed with guests. 

Elizabeth was a little pale. But a faint 
pink came and went in her delicate skin, and 
her eyes were starry. Her bridal gown was 
of ivory satin, with a fitted bodice, long 
tight sleeves, and a full skirt. What made 
it a fairy-tale dress was the pearl-and-crystal 
embroidery in a pattern of orange blossoms, 
York roses, star flowers, and tiny ears of 
corn. From the sweetheart neckline, the 
skirt, and long train, the lustrous beading 
shimmered in the light of candles and the 
pale sun. Her veil was a foam of white tulle, 
held in place by a tiara of diamonds and 
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pearls. She wore high-heeled, open-toe san- 
dals of ivory satin, fastened with tiny silver 
buckles that were studded with pearls. Her 
train, of transparent ivory silk tulle, swept 
behind her for fifteen feet, heavy with the 
jeweled embroidery. 

The long walk ‘down the aisle ended at 
the altar steps, where Philip waited with his 
best man. 

As the Archbishop of Canterbury read 
the vows, Lilibet’s answers were soft but 
clear. Then Philip placed on his _bride’s 
finger the = calling band, made from 
a nugget of Welsh gold. 


Sunday evening, November 14, 

1948, Elizabeth's baby was born. “It’s a 
boy!” exclaimed the crowd waiting outside 
the Palace, practically under the new moth- 
ers window. His pleased young parents 
named him Charles Philip Arthur George. 
“From now on,” said Princess Margaret, 

I shall be known as Charlie’s aunt.’ 

When Prince Charles was eight months 
old, he and his parents moved into Clarence 
House, just down the Mall from the Palace. 
Elizabeth and Philip had a lot of fun getting 
their new house read 

But Philip was still in the Navy. In Sep- 
tember, 1949, when Prince Charles was ten 
months old, Philip kissed his wife and little 
boy good-by and left to become first lieu- 
tenant of the destroyer Chequers. The ship 
was based at Malta, a British island in the 
Mediterranean Sea. 

Like many another Navy wife, Elizabeth 
longed to join her husband. After the baby’s 
first birthday party, she flew to Malta for a 
reunion with Philip on their second wedding 
anniversary and stayed several weeks. In 
the spring she flew down again to celebrate 
her twenty-fourth birthday with Philip. Be- 
fore she went back to London, they an- 
nounced there would be a second baby in 
August. 

This time it was a little girl. Princess 
Anne Elizabeth Alice Louise was born at 
Clarence House August 15, 1950, the very 
day her daddy was promoted to lieutenant 
commander. She was just what he had hoped 
she’d be—“exactly like her mother,” with the 
same blue eyes and the curly blond hair. 

The King’s health was not good, and Eliz- 
abeth began to take his place at many events. 
Then, in the spring after the birth of Prin- 
cess Anne, Buckingham Palace announced 
that Princess Elizabeth and the Duke of 
Edinburgh would leave late in September 
for a five-weeks tour of Canada. 

The King was somewhat better by Au- 
gust, so the whole family went up to Scot- 
land as usual. But he caught a cold while 
shooting on the moors. It turned into pneu- 
monia, followed by a lung operation that put 
his life in danger. Almost at the last min- 
ute, Elizabeth and Philip had to postpone 
their trip to Canada. It was an anxious time 
for the whole British Commonwealth. Then, 
as the King improved steadily, the Princess 
felt obliged to go ahead with the tour. Can- 
ada was ” spending more than a million dol- 
lars on it. Her father wanted her to “go on 
with the show.” She and Philip flew across 
the Atlantic Ocean to ~ sine f During the 
next five weeks they visited nearly a hun- 
dred towns and villages, with scarcely a 
moment to themselves except to sleep and 
change clothes. 

Then on October 31, Elizabeth and Philip 
flew down to Washington, D. C., to spend 
forty-eight hours as the guests of President 
and Mrs. Truman and their daughter, Mar- 
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garet. When the President proposed a cham- 

pagne toast to Elizabeth at a dinner party, 
e called her just the kind of fairy princess 

he had dreamed of as a boy in Missouri. 

By the time London welcomed them back, 
they had traveled more than eighteen thou- 
sand miles by train, plane, automobile, and 
ship. And duis it had been announced 
that in less than three months they would 
start out again—this time to Australia and 
New Zealand for five months! 

It was sunny and warm when they landed 
in the British colony of Kenya, on the first 
leg of that trip. In summer clothes Elizabeth 
got busy on a week of official engagements. 
Then she and Philip went for a few days’ 
vacation at a hunting lodge. It was their 
wedding present from the people of Kenya, 
and they had never seen it before. Deep in 
the tropical jungle, they spent a night in a 
tree-house, taking pictures of wild animals 
as they came to drink at a water hole. The 
next morning, February 6, they were up be- 
fore dawn. They watched a fight between 
two rhinoceroses. They tossed bananas to 
baboons and walked within ten yards of a 
herd of wild elephants before reaching the 
safety of a ladder to the tree-house. 

It was lunchtime there when the terrible 
news came over the radio—the King was 
dead! He had died in his sleep at Sandring- 
ham the night before. Philip was told first. 
Gently he broke the news to his wife, the 
girl who was now Queen Elizabeth. For a 
little while she cried in his arms. Then, ac- 
cording to people who were at the lodge 
with her, “she took it like a queen,” she 


sent messages by cable to her mother and 
the Dowager Queen Mary. She sent other 
cables to Australia and New Zealand and 
prepared to return home at once. 

It was dusk when the plane reached Lon- 
don. The next morning, at St. James’ Palace, 
Elizabeth took the oath as Queen. 

In May of 1952, Elizabeth and her family 
moved back into Buckingham Palace. The 
formal coronation of Queen Elizabeth II is 
set for June 2, 1953. Britain is in a fever of 
preparation. Westminster Abbey has been 
closed since Easter, 1951, so workmen could 
build extra seats, shine up the lovely old 
carvings and stained glass, and lay down 
luxurious carpets especially designed for the 
occasion. Fashion , nae have taken the 
coronation as the theme for their styles, 
choosing “royal” colors of rich reds, blues, 
and purples. A famous composer is writing 
a special opera to be given at the Royal 
Opera House soon after the coronation. Tele- 


vision and radio crews are preparing to | 


broadcast the ceremonies. And in the Tower 
of London the crown jewels have been taken 
out of their display cases, ready to gleam 
and flash on the great day. 

The center of it all is Elizabeth. Philip 
will be near her. Her mother, Prince Charles, 
and Princess Anne will watch proudly. But 
only Elizabeth will have the three-hundred- 
year-old crown placed on her curly head. 
Elizabeth Regina! The girl who loves and 
is loved by her people, her family and her 
husband—but who must stand alone in her 
own unique job. 

THE END 





*Ware Faleon! (Continued from page 21) 


they had been hiding. That was the 
Duke’s secret. But Beppo could help 
by providing food for them. She had no 
money, she said, handing the falcon to him, 
but he could sell the bird. Beppo looked 
shocked. He would never take money for 
helping his friends. He had ways, honest 
ways, of getting food. But he would gladly 
care for the falcon. 

Heartsick, stunned, Chiara returned to 
the tower room. One thought stood clear in 
her mind: Alba must never know. It was 
providential that she had not mentioned the 
withdrawal of the sentries last night, mean- 
ing it to be a surprise for Alba—a happy 
secret to be kept for a few hours. Now how 
heavy the burden she must carry! Her heart 
filled with fear. Where would she get the 
strength to pretend, day after dreary day, 
that deliverance was near, when she no 
longer had any hope? Only yesterday she 
had been so confident that she could manage 
everything. What vanity! Even the simple 
country fellow, the sentry, knew better. His 
parting words held the secret she had come 
perilously near forgetting. For strength she 
must look to God. 

Early the next morning she went down to 
the Duke’s Chapel. There she prayed long 
and fervently that a way might open to get 
Alba to safety. She prayed also for the Duke 
and Philip. Then, calmer in spirit, she 
started for the mews to meet Beppo. Going 
through the vast corridors, she had an un- 
easy feeling that someone was watching her. 
She must not allow herself to grow fanciful, 
she thought, and forced herself to move 
slowly. 

But the eerie sensation grew even 
stronger. Stopping, she looked cautiously 
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around. There was no one in sight, but she 
caught a glimpse, through a nearby door, of 
the room she most dearly loved, the angel 
room. 

How long it was since she had _ last 
been there! Irresistibly drawn, she entered, 
and standing before the beautiful mantel, 
looked up at the lovely angel figures which 
gave the room its name. She touched the 
one on the left caressingly. 

“How happy we were, the Duke and I,” 
she murmured, “on the day he said you 
were mine. And now he is homeless, and 
penniless, and I am alone.” 

Tears brimmed her eyes as she turned 
away. Through their haze she saw a man— 
a stranger—standing in the doorway. There 
would be little danger if she kept her head 
and played her part, she reminded herself, 
so she bobbed an awkward curtsy and edged 
toward the door. 

“Do not go away. I must speak with 
you,” he said, coming nearer. “I have 
watched you for some time, flitting like a 
phantom through the palace, but this is the 
first safe chance I have had to talk to you. 
You see, I know you, Lady Chiara.” 

She allowed him to lead her to a bench, 
heard him say gently that he had not wished 
to alarm her, that he wanted to befriend her, 
and there was so little time. Chiara listened 
numbly as he introduced himself. A Floren- 
tine, a gentleman of Vinci, by name Leo- 
nardo—well known to the Montefeltri—at 
present engineer-in-chief for Cesare Borgia. 
At that name, Chiara sprang to her feet. He 
put out his hand to stay her. 

“I pray you, listen! Hear what I have to 
say. Then, if you wish, you may go in per- 
fect safety. No one will ever know through 
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me that you are here. I am your friend.” 

Chiara shook her head. “Not if you are 
frie nd to Borgia!” ‘ 

“It is possible still to be loyal to others,” 
Leonardo said. “You are intelligent. You 
know that no man whom God has made is 
all evil, nor are most of us all good. But,” he 
went on swiftly, “there is little time for 
argument. Believe me, I am your friend. I 
returned to the palace today only to look 
for you. When I knew that you did not 
leave when the guards were withdrawn, I 
felt you must need help.” 

“Help!” Chiara choked back bitter words. 
Then she sank back on the bench. Was not 
that exactly what she had prayed so hard 
for? Dared she refuse—for Alba’s sake? She 
studied the stranger. He was not young; his 
hair and beard were white; he wore the 
badge of the Florentine nobility—a rose- 
colored tunic. Surely he would not stoop to 
injure Alba. He watched her keenly—his 
brilliant eyes expressing only good will. She 
looked up, and he smiled. 

“You do trust me,” he said. 

He listened carefully to her story, mur- 
muring once, “Alone, you could have got 
away at any time. You are as loyal and true 
as the Duke himself.” 

When she had finished he rose. “Leave it 
all to me. I can get you both away in perfect 
safety. The Duke’s choice for your refuge, 
the villa, will be safe. But I cannot go all 
the way with you. If only there were some- 
one we could trust...” 


Chiara told him then of Beppo. It 
was swiftly arranged that in two days’ time 
Leonardo would return for them. They must 
be ready at dawn. “I am to dine at Forli 
this evening,” he said, “but I will return 
tomorrow evening with a very large basket 
for the removal of one of my projects.” His 
eyes were twinkling. “Now,” his tone grew 
grave, “there is something else to discuss. 
Before I heard your story I was not sure 
that I should interfere, but now I have no 
doubts.” He turned to the mantel. “Tell me, 
when you entered this room, you touched 
this angel. I heard you say the Duke had 
given it to you. Why was that?” 

Surprised, Chiara said, “It was 
joke between us.” 

“He called it a secret? Did he 
no special information about it?” 

At Chiara’s start, he nodded. 
he must have planned to tell you!” 

“So much has hapnened,” Chiara said, 
have never thought of it since. He an of 
a matter of state. He called it his ‘third 
secret. He was about to confide it to me 
when we were interrupted by his traitor 
secretary.” She shivered. “The Duke said he 
would tell me later, but I never saw him 
alone again.” 

Leonardo nodded slowly. “I have a mes- 
sage for your Duke. Tell him that in study- 
ing his angels, I stumbled on his treasure, 
and happily, I have been able to guard it 
for him.” 

Chiara gasped. “You mean . . 

Leonardo nodded. He had diecovere d the 
great secret: The Montefeltri treasure hoard 
lay ‘be hind the mantel hood. “I pledge my 
faith,” he said, “that there it will remain, 
—— until the Duke himself recovers 

That can be done, tell him, for hence- 
forth the palace will be unguarded. But I 
want the Duke to know,” he ended softly, 

“that you have been the means of saving it. 
For I, who never meddle in the affairs of 


a secret 


gis e you 


i” as sure 


” 
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others, feel I must do so now, because of 
your courage and devotion.” 

He stopped, his eyes fixed on the window 
behind her. Frowning, he murmured, “I did 
not expect this.” Then he went to the cabi- 
net beside the fireplace, dragged out an 
easel, set it up, dashed back and brought 
out a length of rose brocade. This he swiftly 
draped over Chiara’s head and shoulders. 
“You will be absolutely safe,” he whispered 
as he adjusted the folds. “Do not move 
until we are gone! Remember, in two days, 
at dawn, in the lower chapel!” He rubbed 
a bit of red chalk over her knuckles and 
placed her hands in a awkward position on 
her knees. Then she heard footsteps in the 
corridor. Leonardo said loudly, “Those 
hands! You had better begin at once to use 
rosewater lotion if you plan ever to model 
again. Hide them now under the drapery.” 
He turned to his easel. In the doorway 
Chiara saw Cesare Borgia. : 

He entered slowly and stood leaning 
against the mantel, somber in black velvet 
against the glowing frescos. Chiara sat 
frozen. His icy glance passed over and 
dismissed her. 

“What brought you back, sire?” Leonardo 
asked _ placidly. 

“You,” Borgia answered. “Your fellows 
said you were painting here. I was passing 
this way, so I dropped in to remind you 
that we dine tonight at Forli, and for the 
meeting afterward, we shall need those 
plans of the new waterways. Are they here?” 

They were below, in the library, Leo- 
nardo said, turning to the door. But Cesare 
stopped him. “While we are here and be- 
fore I leave this region for the season,” he 
said, “I will take another look at this mantel. 
I like it better than ever. Are you still 
convinced it cannot be removed?” 

Leonardo put his hand on the other’s arm. 
“I am positive, sire. After the most careful 
examination I am sure that to take this 
lovely mantel away would ruin everything 
—the room, the wing, the symmetry of the 
whole palace would be spoiled! You say you 
are keeping this palace for your own use; 
then why not keep its beauty whole to 
enjoy when you are here?” 

Borgia shrugged. “If you say so, I suppose 
it rests there. I have learned you are always 
right in such matters. Well, get the model 
of the waterways.” 

The two walked off without a backward 
glance at the figure on the bench. Nor did 
Chiara glance at them. Her heart was full 


of gratitude to her new-found friend. For | 


she knew as well as if she had opened the 
secret vault by means of the little angel, 
that the fortune which the Duke must have 
given up as lost forever lay there safely. 


Two days later, just before dawn, 
the boy Beppo, falcon on wrist, led a small 
train through the sleeping city. After him 





came a pack horse carrying a huge wicker | 


basket, and then a thin girl riding a fine | 


mare. Far from Urbino, at an isolated spot, 
they halted. Beppo loosened the straps of 
the basket and Alba sat upright. Then they 
sped away to Altemare. 

Chiara’s first thought, on reaching the 
villa, was how to reach the Duke. The villa 
people had told her that he was safe at 
Mantua with the Duchess. Philip had dis- 
tinguished himself fighting for Urbino. 
Thinking her safe at Altemare, he had sent 
her a message weeks ago, but they had had 
to send back word that she was not there. 
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Several of the villagers, skilled mountain 
runners, acted as couriers; but since all the 
region between Mantua and the villa was in 
enemy hands, there was always danger that 
they might be caught. She wrote therefore a 


cryptic note: “From watchtower reached 
villa safely. My angel true to her trust. Way 
to her now safely open.” 

Then she settled herself to wait for an 
answer. She spent much of her time training 
the homing instinct of the young falcon 
Beppo had carried from Urbino. Riding far 
from the villa she would release the bird, 
then race back. The falcon was always 
there before her. The game was a brilliant 
success. Chiara’s health and spirits were 
restored, and the bird became another 
Comet in name and skill. 

When finally a courier appeared, his let- 
ter was from the Duchess. She was over- 
whelmed with joy at news of Chiara’s 
escape. She and the Duke had been beside 
themselves with worry over her. Now all her 
dear ones were safe. Francesco was in care 
of his uncle, the Cardinal, at Avignon. He 
had sent an urgent message for Chiara. Did 
she receive his note, telling where to find 
her pretty chain, in time? 

Her necklace! How long since she had 
given it a thought! Then reading on, she 
forgot it again. “First Paul and then Philip 
were with us for a short time—” 

Philip was safe then! Had he sert her a 
message? Eagerly she read on. “They were 
indispensable aids to me, for I am sorry to 
tell you, Chiara, that the Duke is gravely 
ill, through excessive worry for you and for 
his people. The former now is happily 
allayed; the latter must still burden him. 
For, completely penniless, he can hardly 
hope to free his duchy. Write to him and 
pray for us, Chiara.” 


The Duke had: not received het 
message! He did not know his treasure was 
safe! She dared not send another courier, but 
she must get word to him swiftly. She would 
send Beppo with Comet! If Beppo were 
seized, he could send the falcon home. She 
wrote on thinnest parchment, “A message 
from Leonardo, the Florentine: Angel on 
the left untouched. Your treasure safe. 
Palace unguarded now.” 

Coiled in a silver tube, it was fastened 
securely under the bird’s leg feathers. “Re- 
member, Beppo,” she warned the boy, “no 
one but the Duke may ever see that mes- 
sage! If you are taken, cast Comet off!” 

Days later, Beppo returned. Chiara, rush- 
ing to meet him, saw no falcon. Beppo ex- 
plaine -d nervously. All was well, and he had 
the Duke’s reply safe here, Beppo explained 
nervously, fumbling at the fastenings of his 
jerkin. He himself had given the note into 
the Duke’s own hands. On the way back, 
well away from the enemy lines, he had met 
the Florentine painter: Looking at Comet, 
the gentleman had said, “Clever! Pigeons 
a risk from hawk or eagle. Ask your 
lady to send me, at Florence, a falcon 
trained by her. There may be news from 
the south one day.” By now Beppo had ex- 
tracted the tube from his jacket and handed 
it to Chiara. “So I untied this and gave 
him Comet.” 

At Chiara’s gasp he hurried on. “The 
gentleman can be trusted; he wishes only to 
hel you. I knew it would take much time 

ne 5 trouble to get a falcon to him at Flor- 
ence. I knew too, I had no right to give 
away your property. Then I remembered: 






you had often said Comet was half mine, 
so—his eyes twinkled—“I gave him my half 
and yours went with it.” 

Assuring Beppo he had reasoned well, 
Chiara retired to read the Duke's reply. 
Guidobaldo was jubilant. Immediate steps 
had been taken for the removal of the gold. 
It would be the salvation of his house and of 
his people and would be used only for that 
purpose. Soon, with God’s help, Urbino 
would be free. 

Now, Chiara decided, she too, would be 
free. She would cast off all worry—even 
thought of Philip—and be free to savor the 
peaceful life of the valley, ringed in by 
mountains. Beyond these peaks, fields, or- 
chards, vineyards were ravaged and burned 
black by war. Here valley and _ hillsides 
sparkled in the sun under abundant har- 
vests. Those harvests held rich meaning for 
her. She would be forever grateful for 
Donna Eleonora’s hoard of food which had 
saved herself and Alba. Now it was her 
happy part to help conserve this food. 

She was so employed in the storeroom of 
the villa one bright October morning, when 
a maid called, “Hark! the bells!” 

Running to the terrace, they heard bells 
pealing from every belfry in the valley. 
Then puffs of smoke, like huge mushrooms, 
rose from all the hillsides, and points of 
pale light leaped high, reddening at their 
tips like giant flowers. 

“Joy bells and bonfires!” Alba seized 
Chiara’s hand. “Something good has come 
to pass at last!” 

Men were running from the fields toward 
the road, where a horseman galloped. But 
he rode straight to the villa, crying, 
“St. Leo! St. Leo is ours again!” 

St. Leo—the Duke’s strongest fortress— 
regained from Borgia! Chiara knew the 
Duke had made his first move and had won. 

The rider had been sent from St. Leo to 
the Lady Chiara, he announced, to tell the 
good news and to give her this. He held out 
a packet wrapped in silk—a scarf of blue 
and gold—Philip’s colors! Inside she saw 
the chain of golden roses. 

“Was there no message?” 
eagerly. 

The soldier shook his head. When he 
reached to take the package from the knight, 
a bit of white had fluttered down—a letter, 
perhaps—but it had been ground to bits 
under the feet of the fighting men. And, 
though Chiara questioned him eagerly, he 
could give no further information. It was a 
young knight, a leader of the attack on 
St. Leo, who had sent him. He did not 
know the young man and he could not de- 
scribe him because his visor had hidden the 
knight’s face, but he was tall and rode a 
fine Arab stallion. “Truly,” he added softly, 
“with his shining armor and his silver sword 
he looked to me like Saint Michael him- 
self.” 

Far into the night, the happy people 
danced and feasted in celebration of their 
Duke’s victory. The stars were fading, and 
the dawn breeze ruffling leaves on the olive 
trees when Chiara bade the last revelers 
farewell. Her mind was far away with the 
knight who “looked like Saint Michael him- 
self.” It must have been Philip! He had sent 
her his colors. But how had he come to 
possess the chain? Why had he sent no 
message? Was returning the jewel without 
a word his way of saying farewell? Her 
heart was troubled. Would she ever see 
Philip again? (To be concluded) 


Chiara asked 
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SPEAKING OF MOVIES 





THE SEA AROUND US—Based 
on the nonfiction best seller, 
this is as thrilling and beauti- 
ful a Technicolor picture as you 
will see in many a day. The 
film was shot in all parts of the 
world, and every scene is 
authentic. The adventures of 
men who earn their living under 
the sea and of the scientists 
who explore the ocean’s depths, 
the wonder and beauty and 
danger of underwater life are 
vivid and exciting. Put this at 
the top of your list. (RKO) 


PONY EXPRESS—Brave men— 
and women just os brave— 
helped to forge this vital pioneer 
mail service which linked Mis- 
souri and California, just before 
the Civil War. With Buffalo Bill 
(Charlton Heston) and Wild Bill 


Ta) Sei 
ial , ht, 


service, there is plenty of In- 
dian fighting, intrigue, and all- 
THE PRESIDENT’S LADY—The 
romance of Andrew Jackson, 


round action in this Technicolor 
picture. Jan Sterling and Rhonda 

seventh President of the United 

States, and Rachel Robards 


Fleming star in the feminine 
roles. (Paramount) 
makes an engrossing picture. 
It opens with Jackson, a young 
lawyer, meeting Rachel at her 
home. It closes with his election 
to the Presidency. The story of 
the years between, a vital peri- 
od in our country’s history, has 
sadness, humor, and suspense. 
Jackson and Rachel are played 
by Charlton Heston and Susan 
Hayword. (20th Century-Fox) 
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Beauty tips 

to keep you 
neat as a pin 
slick¥z fas a chick 
cute as a button 


To spruce up—shine up! “Good 
Grooming with Wax” gives you 
all the facts! Tells you clever se- 
crets on how to keep your acces- 
sories and personal belongings 
well groomed with regular house- 
hold wax—to compliment you and 
show you off to best advantage! 
Write for your free copy today! 









W Girl Scouts! 


If you're working for your good groom- 








ing badge, here are lots of helpful ideas! 





Write to 
Consumer Education Dept. AG-5 


JOHNSON’S WAX 


Racine, Wisconsin 


Ask for “Good Grooming with Wax.” 
Be sure to give your name and address, 












WITH SPRING DEFINITELY in the saddle we are off, this month 
of May, for a Spring Roundup to corral news of Girl Scout- 
ing around the country. Now, when the trails of winter and 
summer meet, is a time to review past activities, to make plans 
for the months ahead. Reading about what other Girl Scouts are 
doing may spark ideas for your own program plans. 





WHEN GIRL SCOUTS set out “to behold this world so wide,” 
it is no spur-of-the-moment adventure. When Troop 16 of 
Ashville, Ohio, Tocided on a visit to Washington, D. C. they began 
working toward their goal months ahead. Along with community- 
service activities like talking at meetings of local organizations 
on the Blood Donor program and the visit of the Red Cross 
Bloodmobile, they did intensive work on the Traveler, My 
Country, First Aid, and Photography badges. It was to be a 
planned tour, with all expenses paid before the: trip began. Each 
girl paid half the cost of her trip, and the troop worked as a 
whole to earn the rest of the funds. They held bake sales, spon- 
sored wastepaper collections, sold greeting cards and Girl Scout 
cookies, raised money in many other ways. It was a great satis- 
faction to set out on the trip knowing that train fares, hotel rooms 
and meals, bus and sightseeing fees were all paid for in advance. 

Nineteen girls and six adults left by train on a Sunday evening, 
accompanied by a passenger agent of the Baltimore and Ohio 
Railroad, and arrived in Washington on Monday morning. A 
quick freshening up and breakfast at their hotel, and they were 
off for their first tour of the Capital. 

During the next two days they visited the famous and historic 
places in and around the city: beautiful Rock Creek Park; the 
Zoological Gardens; the Lincoln Memorial, the Jefferson Memorial, 
and the Tidal Basin. Bus tours took them past foreign embassies 
and legations and through residential sections of the city. At the 
Tomb of the Unknown Soldier in Arlington it was thrilling to be 
present at the changing of the honor guard. Alexandria, Mount 
Vernon, the art galleries, Government buildings, the Smithsonian 
Institution—all the places they had read and heard of—became 
real when seen through their own eyes. It will be many a day 
before the troop stops talking about the trip, and as time goes on, 
the photographs in their albums will remind them of one of their 
happiest experiences in Girl Scouting. 





IN PORTOLA, CALIFORNIA, a small community in the Sierra 

Nevada mountains, Lone Troop 5 was restless after a long, 
severe winter. A change, they decided, was what they needed. So 
their leader wrote to the San Francisco Girl Scout Council to ask 
if a troop there would be interested in an exchange visit with her 
girls. The result was a letter from Senior Troop 234 of San Fran- 
cisco, inviting the Portola Scouts for a week-end visit. 

After much correspondence and planning Troop 5 set out from 
Portola early one morning, by car, on the three-hundred-mile 
journey. Through the Feather River Canyon they rode, and the 
beautiful Sacramento Valley. Finally—across the Golden Gate 
Bridge to San Francisco. During their stay, the Portola Scouts were 
house guests of the girls of the San Francisco troop. 

The week end was full of exciting new sights, sounds, tastes, and 
smells for the girls from the Sierra Nevadas. The ocean was new to 
them, and they thoroughly enjoyed a morning on the beach, the 
aquarium and museum in Golden Gate Park, Fisherman’s Wharf 
and its delicious dinners. They visited a television studio and 
attended a radio broadcast. They rode on the cable cars, and 
visited Chinatown, with its fascinating shops and unusual food 
and music. And their hostesses seemed to enjoy it as much as 
they did. 

The Portola girls left for home with a treasure chest of happy 
memories, and a firsthand knowledge of how life in a large city is 
different from life in a small community. On the homeward ride 
they began to plan how they would entertain Troop 234 when the 
San Francisco girls returned their visit. 


WHEN WANDERLUST struck Senior Troop 27 of Mason City, 
Iowa, Colorado became their goal. It took time, energy, and 
ingenuity to earn the money for the trip. But at length came the 
morning when the girls, their chaperones, and their luggage were 
all aboard a bus, and they set off for a two-weeks trip. 

After spending the first night out at the fair grounds in Seward, 
Nebraska, they were up and away early the next morning. It was 
an exciting experience for many of them when, near Fort Morgan, 
Colorado, they caught a glimpse of the first mountains many of 
them had ever seen. At Greeley, Colorado, they again spent the 
night at the fair grounds, sleeping in a 4-H Club tent. Next 
morning they were awakened at five thirty by a friendly dog 
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romping over their sleeping bags, so they got off to an earlier start 
than they had planned! 

At Glacier Basin they decided to make their campsite in a 
pretty meadow encircled by mountains. One of the girls wrote in 
her diary: “When the mist clung to the tops of the mountains, 
and the sun shone through it, we felt as though we were in won- 
derland. That evening we sang around a glowing campfire. The 
stars were sparkling, and the moon was bright enough to show us 
the outlines of the mountains. Sleeping was easy after that.” 

They spent four days at this campsite, hiking, bathing, exploring 
the mountain trails. One of the highlights was watching an ex- 
hibition at the summer ski jump on Old Man Mountain. On Sun- 
day, since there was no church to attend, they held a hymn-sing. 
When other campers in the area heard the singing they came to 
join the girls, and it was a memorable experience. 

On the road again, they spent a night in Central City, which 
they thought looked like a set in an 1850 movie. They were told 
that the picturesque original buildings actually have been preserved 
by the University of Denver as an historic landmark. From quaint 
Central City they went on to bustling, modern Denver, and then 
to Colorado Springs, where they stayed for the night in the Girl 








Scout house. On the last night of the trip they also enjoyed Girl 
Scout hospitality. At Hastings, Nebraska, the Girl Scouts offered 
them the use of their Camp Snyder, and the travelers thoroughly 
appreciated the showers! After supper they had a campfire to mark 
their last night together, and some of the girls slept out under the 
brilliant, twinkling stars. 

As the bus rolled homeward, the girls talked over the trip. They 
all agreed that the camping skills they had acquired, the ability 
they had gained to get along with one another, their increased 
love for the out-of-doors, and their wider knowledge of one area 
of their country were worth every bit of the time and money that 
had gone into the trip. 


ae HOSPITAL AIDE WORK is a major activity of the Girl Scouts 
in Great Bend, Kansas. In addition to the girls who take 
the first course, a group of those who have completed it take an 
advanced course, working Saturday mornings instead of after 
school. These girls in the advanced course receive a gold stripe 
to wear on their hospital caps. 

The training has been invaluable to the Girl Scouts in com- 
munity-service work. When floods struck their area, they not only 
took care of children at the evacuation center, but helped the 
county nurse give typhoid inoculations over a period of several 
weeks. Two of the Hospital Aides started working with the Red 
Cross Blood Bank two years ago, and since then some of the girls 
have helped each time the Bloodmobile comes to the community. 
Red Cross nurses and local officials have praised their work. 
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oa HELPING THE BLOOD DONOR program in Miami, Florida, 
is a major activity of Mariner Troop 7 this year. Every year 
this troop launches a “birthday project.” Sometimes more than 
one is launched, but always a service. Their forty-first birthday 
project is collecting pledges from blood donors, and the troop has 
set a definite number of pledges as its goal for the year. 


combination, but Troop 30 in Winnetka, Illinois, not only 
matched the two, but teamed them with a fine community-service 
project. 

When the girls choose photography as a troop activity they 
planned, when they became proficient in picture taking, to make 
jigsaw puzzles of their photographs. These puzzles would be their 
contribution to the Toy Tree, a Girl Scout service project. 

First a photography expert coached them in the techniques of 
picture taking, and taught them how to develop, print, and enlarge 
their photographs. Next the girls learned how to cut out the wood 
for their puzzles. Then each selected her favorite print, enlarged 
it, and cut it to fit the variously shaped wood sections. When the 
matching pieces of wood and picture had been glued together and 
dried, the puzzles were wrapped in gay paper for distribution, 
with contributions of other troops, to children in hospitals and 
child-care centers. : 

Troop 30 chose a novel way to present its contribution at the 
Toy Tree Party. The girls made a large, colored drawing of a 
Girl Scout, and cut it into pieces equal to the number of girls 
in the troop. As each troop member put her piece of the Girl 
Scout in place on a large frame on the stage, she recited a verse 
of a poem explaining the project. When the last girl slipped her 
piece into position, there was a Girl Scout for all to see! 


ba PHOTOGRAPHY AND JIGSAW PUZZLES sounds like a strange 


389 A GIRL SCOUT JUBILEE and fashion show held at Kresge’s 
in Newark, New Jersey, was so successful that the sponsors 
are making tentative plans to have a similar show every year. So 
great was the interest—more than fifteen hundred Girl Scouts at- 
tended the affair—that the show was given twice in the one day. 

The commentary for the show was done by Pat DiSernia, 
fashion editor of THE AMERICAN Gir. Girl Scouts modeled the 
spring styles shown in the March issue of THE AMERICAN GIRL. 
Others modeled actual uniforms of Girl Guides and Scouts of 
Sweden, Brazil, Holland, and Denmark. Uniforms which had been 
worn by our own Girl Scouts in the early days drew gales of 
laughter from the audience and emphasized, by contrast, the 
smartness and comfort of present-day uniforms. 

One of the highlights of this jubilee and fashion show was the 
announcement that more than eighty thousand boxes of Girl 
Scout cookies had been sold by Scouts of the Newark Council. 
The money thus earned will be used to defray camp expenses. 


AFTER TROOP 86 in Fort Wayne, Indiana, decided to work 

on the Child Care badge, a local hospital invited the girls 
to visit its nursery, where the supervisor talked to them on infant 
care, and then demonstrated how to bathe, dress, feed, and other- 
wise care for a baby. But this was only the beginning. When the 
hospital briefings were over, the mother of a three-months-old 
future Brownie invited the girls to her home, and allowed each 
one to bathe, dress, and feed the baby. The girls came in small 
groups, over a period of time, and each one was allowed to pre- 
pare the baby’s room and make the formula. Everything was 
done under careful supervision, and the girls received a thorough 
grounding in this phase of child care. 

For their work with preschool children, the Scouts helped four 
afternoons a week, for several weeks, at the Children’s Day Nurs- 
ery. From four to six, under the supervision of a teacher, they 
played with the youngsters, read to them, helped them with their 
crafts. On their last day of duty, each shift served cookies and 
punch which they had made themselves. What pleased the troop 
most of all was the fact that the Day Nursery officials were so 
enthusiastic about their work that they asked the Girl Scout Coun- 
cil to encourage other troops to follow a similar program. 

So far so good. But there was still more to the Child Care 
badge. So with the co-operation of the Board of Health, the girls 
learned about the work of other community agencies interested in 
child welfare. They were shown how birth certificates are issued, 
and discovered how important they are. They also learned some- 
thing about communicable diseases, what is being done to combat 
them, and the important part the milk-inspection laws of their 
city play in checking the spread of disease among children. 

The girls were keenly interested in every phase of the activity, 
and when they finally received their Child Care badges, they and 
their leaders felt that they had really earned them. THE END 
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Photo by George Van 


Waiting for the models to appear on the 
runway at the big Girl Scout Jubilee 
and Fashion Show in Newark, New Jersey 





Hospital Aide training is put to good 
use as Great Bend, Kansas, Seniors help 
the nurse at the Blood Donor Center 





Stedman Studio Photo 


At their local Children’s Day Nursery, 
three girls of Troop 86 in Fort Wayne, 
Indiana, help entertain the youngsters 








Senior Scouts of Buffalo enjoy a round table at Camp Seven Hills, 
Holland, New York, where they are all counselors-in-training 





It’s almost dinner time in this C.I.T. unit at Camp Wynona for 
Massachusetts Scouts, located on Lake Morey, at Fairlee, Vermont 





San Antonio, Texas, counselors-in-training built an outdoor kitchen 
for their unit at Camp La Jita, located near the town of Utopia 
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by GRETCHEN YOFFA 


Riddle: Who are the girls who build their 
careers while they sing, cook, or saw wood? 


OUNSELORS-IN-TRAINING?—well, among ourselves, they're 

Girl Scout Seniors learning to grow up fast while havin 

a simply glorious time at camp. Almost seven hundr 
Scouts have been counselors-in-training during the past two years, 
and their glowing accounts of their activities have others clamor- 
ing to go. More than a hundred Girl Scout camps all over the 
country now have a counselors-in-training program. For two 
summers—four weeks each year—girls have a chance to camp 
and have adventures in a more grown-up way, and to explore 
counseling as a vocation at the same time. 

Of course, the girls who get to go are just a little bit special. 
It’s not their technical camping skills that count most, though 
these are a _— help. What they're really screened for is per- 
sonality. And by personality we mean liking other people and 
knowing how to get on with them, and feeling as iF it's really 
fun to help younger Scouts have a good time, too. 

Once youve passed that screening—you’re in! At once you 
discover that the girls in this group enjoy definite privileges. 
They needn't follow the regular camp routine but can work out 
their own program for hiking, swimming, reading, or getting to- 
gether for round-table discussions. At the same time they fol- 
low a C.L.T. course of study that is basically the same at all camps. 

That is part of what we mean about growing up fast, but it’s 
not the whole story. Like “practice teachers,” C.LT.’s try their 
hand with younger groups. They look in on all the many jobs 
there are around a camp—such as business manager, camp nurse, 
camp director, waterfront counselor. Sampling this and that, each 
girl has a real opportunity for self-analysis. She discovers what 
she likes to do best and tests her leadership qualities. But since 
she’s a camper—not part of the official camp staff—she doesn’t 
get all the duty chores thrown at her. 


Tn their own unit, counselors-in-training practice skills 
that are needed in Brownie, Intermediate, and Senior units. And 
then they get an assignment: to lead Brownies in singing (you 
have to know the songs! ); to be hostess at a camp table (what do 
you do to get that shy girl into the fun?); to lead in nature study 
(what’s the name of that tree, anyhow?); to teach whittling 
(do you whittle against or with the grain?). At the next C.I.T. 
round table, they discuss any problems with their own unit leader, 
who is always ready to help. 

Even if a girl doesn’t go on from C.I.T. to be a counselor in 
a Girl Scout or other camp—and many do, of course—the experi- 
ence leaves her richer and more mature. As for instance, the 
C.1.T. who “wished on a star” the day she came. She wrote in 
her diary on her last night at camp, “There is one star brighter 
than the rest that says, “You've worked hard and you have 
learned.” The Milky Way is crowded with bits of songs, games, 
fun, and laughter. Down the handle of the Big Dipper slides 
understanding of children, and a steady bright star is camp ethics 
—how to act and how to look. One I might easily lasso is a 
glimmer of a possible future job—professional Scouting! What 
I’ve learned this month will be a part of me the rest of my life!” 

Another C.LT. looked back on her summer’s experience and 
wrote, “To some, campfire may appear as a vibrant jewel pin- 
ning together the velvety cloak of darkness. Or perhaps a sym- 
phony of colors and sounds, accentuated by the staccato crackling 
of flames. But to me it is a mirror—reflecting the true spirit of 
camping—the great job of living out of doors.” 

“C.1L.T.—that’s for me!” many older Scouts are saying. Even 
Intermediates start thinking about C.L.T. and preparing. Some 
of them may be able to qualify for camperships. And those 
Seniors who complete their training successfully—yes, indeed, 
they have something to show for it!—a C.I.T. certificate that will 
be recognized in camps everywhere. THE END 
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Putjmore Spring in your step 
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vith Official Girl Scout Shoes 
1 : 

n You'll hike easier and feel wonderful in comfortable 
Official shoes. Make it a point to try on a pair 
—_—_— ; _ real soon. 

: 








Reg.U.S. By G.S. 


7 
Pat. Off. of USA. 
1 2 


THE OFFICIAL APPROVED SHOE 















it’s not an Official Shoe unless 
it has the above trademark 


GIRL SCOUT. . . $8.45 
(slightly higher in far West) 
BROWNIE SCOUT... .$7.45 











For Your Dealer’s Name Write: BROWN SHOE COMPANY, St. Louis, Mo., or CURTIS 
STEPHENS EMBRY CO., Reading, Pennsylvania 


qi) GIRL SCOUTS of the USA. 


National Equipment Service 
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PARIS, TENNESSEE: | like your stories, Jokes, 
recipes, and fashions. I don’t think The 
Music Stand is so good because there are 
not enough popular songs. How about some 


more? Betry Lacy (age 15) 


TAMPA, FLORIDA: February 9 to 14 were 
most important days in Tampa. It was our 
Gasperilla celebration. On February 9 we 
re-enacted the attack on Tampa by the 
vicious sea pirate, Joseph Gasper. After 
this followed a big parade with floats, 
clowns, and bands. February 12 was the 
night parade which was all lighted up. 
Then, on February 14, the pirate boat left 

Tampa. There were many lg 
This invasion is true history and is cele- 
brated every year by the people of Tampa. 
Donna Boy an (age 14) 


LITTLE ROCK, ARKANSAS: About a month 
ago, I arrived in the United States from 
Melbourne, Australia. A friend lent me some 
copies of THE AMERICAN Girt and I think 
it is the most wonderful magazine I have 
ever read. We have nothing like it in Aus- 
tralia and I'm ‘going to send some copies 
to my friends over there, as I'm sure they 
will love it. 

I was a Girl Guide in Australia in the 
First Croydon Company, but I have not yet 
joined a troop in Little Rock. I went to the 
largest girls’ school in Australia—Methodist 
Ladies’ College—where we wore gray tunics 
and blazers in winter, and green-and-white 
check dresses in summer. We were not al- 
lowed. to wear any make-up to school. 

My chief hobbies are stamp collecting, 
gardening, and reading, and I like playing 
tennis. I adore your fashions and _ stories 
and I especially like All Over the Map. 

Susan OppiE (age 15) 


KODAIKANAL, INDIA: I go to Highclerc 
School in Kodaikanal, in the mountains 
about 7,000 feet above sea level. My father 
is a missionary who works on the plains 
750 miles from here. There are about 250 
kids in our school, both day pupils and 
boarders. 

I like THe American Girt immensely 
and think it is the best magazine put out. 
It is really rather hard trying to wait from 
month to month for it to come. 

I liked the story Double Date and think 
A Girl Called Hank was also very good. I 
had the privilege of being able to read the 
book as a friend of mine owns it. I enjoy 
the articles and Jokes very much. 

BetH GESLER (age 13) 


adored 
also the 


APOLLO, PENNSYLVANIA: I simpl 
the dress on the March cover an 
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Prize Purchase. Both of the short stories 
were good but I don’t like "Ware Falconl. 
(Truthfully, I don’t think anything could 
quite compare with Double Date.) Do You 
Add Up? and Here’s Listening to You were 
both very helpful. I especially enjoy By You 
although I sometimes don’t agree with the 
art awards. WinniE NALeE (age 15) 


BLOOMINGTON, ILLINOIS: I especially liked 
Hold High the Lamp and Comic Valentine. 
I don’t care much for The Music Stand, but 
I enjoy By You, Jokes, Books, and fashions 
a lot. I think it would be fun to let readers 
design the covers, perhaps in some sort of 
contest. 

PRUDENCE Price (age 12) 


BELLEROSE, LONG ISLAND: Congratulations! 
Hold High the Lamp and Comic Valentine 
were two of the best stories I ever read. 
Your article Do You Add Up? was just keen. 
After I read it I realized some of the bad 
mistakes I'd been making. 

RoBERTA BROWNSTEIN (age 14) 


ORLANDO, FLORIDA: The dress on the 
March cover was simply adorable. The sto- 
ries Comic Valentine and Hold High the 
Lamp were super. Field Hockey was very 
good, too, and hockey seems like it would 
be fun to play. My favorite features are 
the departments By You and A Penny for 
Your Thoughts. 

JusTINE BLakiston (age 14) 


NEW ORLEANS, LOUISIANA: I am surprised 
that you didn’t have an article on Mardi 
Gras. Mardi Gras means Fat Tuesday, the 
day before Ash Wednesday, which is the 
beginning of Lent. Starting ten days before 
Mardi Gras there are parades every day. 
Then comes the big climax, which is Mardi 
Gras Day. 

Most of the population of New Orleans, 
plus many outsiders from every State in the 
Union, are gathered in town dressed up in 
many different kinds of costumes. Rex is 
the king of the carnival. He leads a large 
parade, and maskers on the floats throw 
small favors such as beads, balls, or whistles 
to the watchers. 

At midnight all the festivities must end, 
because of the beginning of Lent. After 
Mardi Gras the city settles down, and all 
of the visitors go home. 

Grace Marcaret MILLER (age 12) 


BROOKLYN, NEW YORK: My brother and I 
eagerly await the coming of your magazine 
each month and enjoy practically every- 
thing. 





My brother likes to write short stories 
and poetry, so he is very interested in 
By You. He wants me to tell you how much 
he enjoyed “Escape,” by Lynn Doyle. I also 
thought it was one of the finest stories ever 
put into this section. 

ARLINE Kirscu (age 14) 


NEW SOUTH WALES, AUSTRALIA: My home 
town, Port Kembla, is five miles from the 
city of Wollongong, which is fifty-one miles 
from Sydney, on the south coast of New 
South Wales. It is mostly industrial, but we 
have a fine view of Lake Illswarra and the 
mountains and a hill at the back of us 
which cuts the works from our view. 

I agree with suggestions in A Penny for 
Your Thoughts that an animal cover would 
be nice. I myself would like a picture of a 
Sydney silky terrier because we have one 
and he is cute. 

Sanpra L, CHAPMAN (age 14) 


HARTFORD, CONNECTICUT: I enjoy the 
stories, Jokes, and beauty hints. I would 
like to see more casual fashions. I get very 
tired of all the taffeta party dresses and 
would really like to see some skirts and 
sweaters. 

Marcaret Moir (age 12) 


GREENWOOD, ARKANSAS: Although I am 
not a girl I like to read THE AMERICAN GIRL 
very much. I like to read the stories and also 
like your joke page very much. People all 
over the world write in to your magazine, so 
I thought I would try to get my name in it 
so the people from Greenwood High would 
know someone was interested in THE 
AMERICAN Gin besides just girls. 

Joe Roy Cuastain 


ZANESVILLE, OHIO: I am an ardent admirer 
of your magazine. We are building a new 
house and I wish you would have an article 
on interior decorating, as Father and Mother 
have given me permission to help in deco- 
rating it. 

Janice WEBER (age I1) 


CONNERSVILLE, INDIANA: The March cover 
was out of this world. The story Hold High 
the Lamp was very good. I enjoyed it es- 
pecially because I am interested in nursing. 
Comic Valentine was also good. "Ware 
Falcon! is the best continued story you've 
had yet. 

ELLEN ANNE HEEB (age 13) 





Please send your letters to The American 
Girl, 155 East 44th St., New York 17, 
N. Y., and tell us your age and address. 
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Impromptu 
(Continued from page 11) 


Suddenly the orchestra began the intro- 
duction, and as the first great chord broke 
into echoes, Sally leaped onto the stage. 
Once, twice. She sank into a deep curtsy as 
the amber spotlight held her in its gleam. 

Now, thought Sally, now I must be sure 
to be surprised as I hear the music—look 
‘dain off into the wings— 

The first slow cadence of the music came 
swirling over the footlights. Slowly Sally 
lifted her head. She got ready to rise in a 
slow outstretching of arms—up and up to 
the tips of her toes. 

Then as she stood poised, the music 
drenched her in an icy chill. She remained 
as if frozen. No need to look amazed by 
design. The orchestra was. playing as if 
nothing were amiss. Only Sally knew that 
instead of the well-rehearsed theme she had 
expected the orchestra was playing some- 
thing entirely different. 

She was alone in the woodland glade. 
The strings and flutes piped a repeated 
call. Without thinking, lost in a haze of 
panic, Sally turned slowly on her toes in 
the beautiful precision of an oft-repeated 
routine. Dance, she kept saying to herself. 
You must dance. Then the first faint recog- 
nition came to her. It was the music the 
orchestra had rehearsed while she listened. 
But this was no rehearsal. This was the big 
recital and she was helpless and alone. 

Now the repeated cadence of the half- 
remembered music soaked into her. Her 
feet, almost without direction, moved to the 
music and somehow, in the dusty mist of 
the spotlight, the forest glade of canvas and 
paper took on a ghostly light, seeming al- 
most to come alive. She was alone, hearing 
music meant just for her, hearing with an 
inner ear and wanting to bring that music 
to life, to make it live for a brief moment. 

Now the violins picked up the quickening 
tempo and Sally, without conscious thought, 
launched a series of fast toe turns. Finale— 
she smiled grimly to herself—the finale of 
her well-rehearsed routine. 

But not the finale now, for the music 
went on and on, carried her with it, lost 
her in changes of mood and tempo, chal- 
lenged her to make it live. 

Then again panic struck. In just a few 
moments—the chorus for the finale! The 
little ones—what would they do to strange 
music? She must help them, lead them and 
guide them, cover their mistakes. What 
must Madame be suffering? 

Madame! With the music insistent and 
calling, Madame seemed no longer impor- 
tant. With one stroke of the baton Maestro 
Gorot had cut her bonds, and for just this 
little while, she was free once more—free to 
be gay, to live in a forest glade, to dance 
and tell her joy to all the world in her 
own way. 

Tinkly little notes and tinkly little steps. 
A bird on the bow and a trill to be explained 
so that all would understand that here was 
joy. Then long chords of deep meaning, 
small steps in slow cadence, arms upraised 
in thanks for the right to live and dance. 

It seemed to her that she was no longer 
dancing to the music. Maestro Gorot was 
fitting the music to her feet, fitting the 
tempo to her mood, now fast, now slow, as 
she wove the ey pattern of her story and 
danced this one last dance of her very own. 


THE AMERICAN GIRL 











What Every Girl Should Know 
bout PIMPLES 





Psychologists warn that pimples undermine 
self-confidence... 
damage to your personality. 

Skin Specialists warn neglect of pimples can 
result in permanent scars. CLEARASIL, the 
sensational, scientific medication especially 
for pimples may save you from these double 
dangers. ¢ C 


may even cause permanent 





NEW! Scientific Medication Specially Made To 


DRY UP PIMPLES 


SKIN-COLORED . .. . Hides pimples while it works 


DOCTORS’ CLINICAL TESTS PROVE CLEARASIL, 
a new scientific advance, brings entirely new 
hope to pimple sufferers. In skin specialists’ 
tests on 202 patients, 9 out of every 10 cases 
were cleared up or definitely improved. 


AMAZING STARVING ACTION. CLEARASIL is 
greaseless and fast-drying in contact with 
pimples. It actually starves pimples because 
it helps remove the oils* that pimples “feed” 

on. And CLEARASIL is antiseptic, too... stops 
the growth of bacteria that can cause and 
spread pimples. 

INSTANT RELIEF from embarrassment because 
CLEARASIL is skin-colored to hide pimples 
amazingly while it belps dry them up. Grease- 
less . . . stainless . . . pleasant to leave on day 
and night for uninterrupted medication. 


THOUSANDS HAIL CLEARASIL. CLEARASIL Is 

already the largest-sellingt specific pimple 

medication in America because thousands of 

boys, girls and adults everywhere have found 

that CLEARASIL is one medication that really 

works for them. 

GUARANTEED to work for you as it did in 

doctors’ tests, or your money back. 

Only 59¢. Economy size 98¢ —at all druggists. 
GREASELESS...STAINLESS 











NOW ALSO AVAILABLE IN CANADA (slightly more) 


“Gus -activity Ss opeain oil glands is recognized by ae as 
@ major fac aone. tAccording to actual store 
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ALSO WALL AND PUP TENTS—COVERS—FLIES 
SEND FOR SPECIAL FOLDER 


POWERS & CO. 
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PIMPLES 

Soap 
BLACKHEADS 
TEENAGE BAD SKIN 
A special-purpose soap to overcome oily skin, the basis 
of many teen-age complexion troubles. Pure vegetable 
soap with no animal fat... no pore clogging ingredients. 
Thorough cleansing action “wakes up” sluggish com- 
plexions . . . helps to eliminate blackheads and externally 
caused pimples. Gives your complexion a new freshness. 
LATHERS IN HARDEST WATER—toke it on your hikes. 
At Drug, Grocery and Department Stores or send 50¢ for 
3 cakes to SAYMAN CO.—Dept. AG-5, ST.LOUIS 3,MO. 


vege tall! 


5915 Woodland Ave. 
Philadelphia, Pa. 








FREE! FREE! 


Photo of Your Favorite 


MOVIE STAR 


i pocket size, but LARGER, 
ACTUAL ear roaTaarte’ (a aentel deacn ful a pa 
Mony additione! pictures of 
es Tells how to get HOME ADonessts, BIRTHDAYS, 
PHOTOS of stars HOMES. Send only 15¢ for 
fondling (2 photos for 2S¢). Rush to: 


HOLLYWOOD FILM STAR CENTER 
Box 2309, Dept. w-S, Hollywood 28, Colifornia 








| games which have been voted ‘‘best”’ 


| meetings! /lustrated 


Soecial to 
American Girl 


<<." FREE TRIAL 


of any of these exciting new books! 


SWEET SIXTEEN COOK BOOK 


By PHYLLIS STERNAU 
This friendly book by a J — troop mother 
takes the mystery out of coo . makes it easy 
to get perfect results the very a try! Contains count- 
less recipes for dreamy delightful dishes which will 
win praise from friends and family—yet only you 
will know how easy they are to prepare! Includes 
time- and money-saving hints with pre- poenenes foods, 
tasty pot luck suppers, extra-special ‘‘treats’’ for im- 
portant company, and much more! Hivstrated. $2.00 


101 BEST GAMES for Teen-Agers 


By LILLIAN and GODFREY FRANKEL 
Old games, new games, and exciting improvement of 
old games .. . selected from thousands as the most 
popular with boys and girls all over the country. In- 
cludes hilarious ‘‘ice-breakers’’ for every party, novel 
ideas for party ‘‘themes,"’ scores of parlor games, 
mental games, outdoor and picnic games, delightful 
but simple ‘‘dramatics,’’ even fascinating auto games. 
All you need to turn any party, meeting or visit into 
a grand success! /llustrated. $2.00 


101 BEST GAMES for Girls 6 to 12 
By LILLIAN and GODFREY FRANKEL 
Here’s an exciting treasury of indoor and outdoor 
by girls all over 
the country. Includes jumping and skipping games, 
dressing and running games, ‘‘quiet’’ games—dozens 
of old favorites modernized for even more fun and 
scores of brand-new favorites! All require little or no 
preparation and equipment. Glorious hours of fun for 
parlor and playground, for church and Girl $2.00 


— = Mail this FREE-Trial Coupon TODAY= — 
STERLING PUBLISHING CO., INC. i 
122 E. 25th St., New York 10, N. Y. 
Please send me for ‘tull week's FREE trial... 
[) SWEET 16 COOK BOOK 
{| 101 BEST GAMES FOR TEEN-AGERS 
(© 101 BEST GAMES FOR GIRLS 6 to 12 
Within 7 days I will remit only $2.00 apiece plus 
postage, or else return book or books and owe 
nothing. 
Name. 


Street. 
City Zone 
Parent's Signature 
SAVE POSTAGE! Enclose payme payment | now and we 
pay postage. Money back if not delighted 








State. 
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GET-ACQUAINTED OFFERS 


KEY-TO-MY-HEART PIN, Sold Plated 


ENGRAVED 
FREE 
















With 

your 

Special % name 

only With his on 

50 i Hearts 
this ad Pin 


Nothing more to pay.%% 
Sorry. No C.0.D.’s. 
You'll be delighted 
when you receive your pin. 


FRIENDSHIP 
BRACELET “ony, 50¢ 


NEW FRIENDSHIP RING 





GIRLS! You'll be thrilled by the 
beauty of this Sterling Silver ring of 
romance and charm! Beautiful pierced 
Forget me not design (symbol) of 
True Love. Friendship and good 
wishes. Both hearts Engraved Free 
with first name or initials. Give ring 


size or strip. 
WITH 
THIS AD 


SPECIAL FRIENDSHIP ANKLET ONLY 75c 
IN 1/20 12K. GOLD FILLED—$1.25 


STERLING SILVER 
BOTH NAMES ENGRAVED FREE 


PENDANT 


50c 


14 K. Gold Finish 
with 18” Chain 
ANY NAME 
ENGRAVED 
FREE 














NEW! 


JUNIOR EXPANSION 
IDENTIFICATION BRACELET 


Extra short for Girls, Women & Children. Gold or Nickel 
Plated. Name ENGRAVED FREE. In attractive Gift Box. 


| 95 


SENIOR SIZE FOR BOYS & MEN ......... $2.95 
Sorry No C.0.D.'s 
New 32 Page Catalog Pisanaies 
TASH ENGRAVING CO. 
R-103, NEW YORK 13, N. Y. 


If its MQNEY you want 
_ Sell CREATIVE Greeting Cards 


Show samples to friends in spare time...make 
up to 150% cash profit plus valuable Bonus 
Gifts. Choose from 100 leading values: new 21- 
ecard $1 Everyday Assortment, Name-in-Gold 
and other Personalized Stationery, Gift Items. 
No experience needed. 4 sample boxes sent on 
approval; Stationery FREE. Write today! 
















Gu C 125 
y Ring C RI4 Sterl. Geld Plated 
Sterl..' each $1.40 each 60 each 


ARTISTIC MEDAL & BADGE CO. 
Send Five Cents 112C Fulton St., New York 38, 
for Catalogue __Prices s 


ARE YOU GOING TO MOVE? 
Give The American Girl at least six weeks’ 
notice, so as not to miss any issues. Be sure to 
send your old as well as your new address to 
The American Girl, 155 E. 44th St., N. Y. 17. 








When Writing to Advertisers 
Please Mention 
The American Girl 


‘or nN. Y. 
Prices subject to 20% Federal Sales Tas 

















Her last dance. The music slowed and 
slowly, Sally dropped her arms to her sides, 
bowed her head, sank gracefully to the 
stage in submission. She had had her mo- 
ment of freedom in a papier-maché world. 
Now it was over. The amber spotlight faded 
to a mere suggestion of a sunbeam in the 
forest glade. 

Then, familiar music—her own music— 
the music of her routine! And with it came 
the dancing little ones. Sally, pulled like a 
puppet ballerina on a wire, picked up her 
dance. Daintily she posed in the circle of 
the diminutive chorus and spun through 
their ranks as they knelt; led them grace- 
fully toward the footlights, wound them 
around the stage in a piqué tour, and 
within a few moments, it seemed, whirled in 
repeated pirouettes off stage into the wings, 
followed by a wave of applause. 

It was over. Like a butterfly, she had had 
her one day in the sun. Now she would 
never dance again. 

Breathless, shaken, wanting to hide, she 
gave way to a wave of despair which flooded 
from her tight shoes to her Peter Pan hat. 
Dejected, she slumped down on a step of a 
high ladder which disappeared into the 
gloom of the flies. 

The applause stopped suddenly, as 
though cut off, and Sally looked toward the 
stage, now bright with full footlights. Mad- 
ame Gautier stood there, smiling, holding 
up her hand for silence. 

When she began to speak, Sally didn’t 
listen. Madame always made a speech to 
thank the parents and friends for coming. 
But tonight Madame had changed her 
speech. She was introducing someone. “ 
and so I am happy to present Pierre Aux- 
mont, head of the L’Ecole Ballet, who will 
announce his selection of the student he 
has chosen for a special scholarship. Pierre 
Auxmont.” 

Oh, no! Sally thought. No! Tonight, with 
the most important ballet master in the 
city in the audience, the orchestra had to 
switch her music. Now her misery was com- 
plete. Her legs felt too weak to take her 
up the concrete ramp. 

The ballet master made his way from the 
wings to the stage. He was smiling as the 
applause died. “Tonight,” he began, “you 
have seen a remarkable performance. Per- 
haps you do not know that it was remark- 
able, but it was. Let me tell you about it. 

“I came here tonight because my good 
friend Madame Gautier insisted that I 
should see a young ballerina worthy of help 





up the difficult ladder of success. And so I 
reluctantly consented. Now I am glad I 
came. Through some mischance—who knows 
how these things happen?—there was a 
mix-up in the music. This young dancer, 
already on stage, had no choice but to per- 
form, according to the unwritten law of the 
theater. Madame Gautier tells me that our 
ballerina had heard this music only once 
before—at rehearsal this afternoon. But you 
have seen how she danced. 

“And so I think that we will all remember 
this night, as I know that she will, for she 
has given a most memorable performance— 
a real Impromptu—original and unrehearsed. 
I am proud and happy to welcome her as a 
scholarship student at L’Ecole Ballet.” 

Sally leaned weakly against her ladder. 
Suddenly Madame and Mademoiselle were 
there, whispering, “He wants you—see— 
Monsieur Auxmont beckons you.” 

Auxmont came toward the wings, smiling, 
hand outstretched. Bewildered, overjoyed, 
Sally rose to her toes and went to meet him. 
As the applause swept the auditorium and 
caught her in its confusion, she bowed, first 
to Auxmont, and then to the audience—a 
deep, long bow, to hide the tears which 
trickled through the rouge and ran saltily 
into the upturned curve of her smile. 


The harsh glare of light bulbs 
showed the bright-red rouge patches and 
threw black angular shadows into the cor- 
ners of the dressing room. It was all the 
same. But it was different, too. Mademoi- 
selle, on her knees at Sally’s feet, carefully 
snipped the stitches that locked the tight 
ribbons, and slipped the toe shoes from 
Sally’s tired feet. 

And so it is not the end after all, Sally 
was thinking. It is only the beginning. But I 
could not have done it, she realized with 
amazement, if it had not been for the lock- 
step of Madame’s prison routines. It was 
the days, weeks, months, of practicing the 
same steps, the same routines, over and over 
again until they are so much a part of me, 
that I could automatically, without thinking, 
compose a dance to strange music. Bless 
Madame. Bless Madame Gautier! 

Aloud, to Mademoiselle and Madame, 
clucking around like a mother hen, Sally 
said, “But how could this happen to me? 
You called me your ugly duckling.” 

“Ah, ma cherie,” Madame sighed. “It is 
true. But you forget. The ugly duckling 
grew to be a_ beautiful swan. Eh, 
Mademoiselle?” THE END 





By You (Continued from page 19) 


Queen, they both started talking at once. 
But Donkeyshiner, who was the loudest fairy 
you ever heard, made the Queen hear the 
story of the flippety-flopping carpet. Now the 
Queen agreed that something had to be done 
at once about this great problem. 

“Monkeyshiner,” the Queen asked, “do you 
have any idea what to do about this problem?” 

“Oh, yes, Queen, I know just what to do 
to fix the flippety-flopping carpet,” said 
Monkeyshiner, who was very proud to think 
that the great Queen had asked his opinion. 

“Tell us, then, Monkeyshiner, what can we 
do?” the Queen asked. 

“We can put our stickiest jam under each 
corner of the carpet, and that will hold it 
down,” said Monkeyshiner. : 

“Don’t be silly, Monkeyshiner,” said the 
Queen. “If you put jam under the carpet, it 


would draw ants to the picnic, and that would 
never do.” 

Monkeyshiner went to the back of the room 
to pout because the Queen didn’t like his 
suggestion. 

“Donkeyshiner, do you have a solution to 
the problem?” asked the Queen. 

Donkeyshiner danced up and down, he was 
so excited. “Yes, indeedy, yes, indeedy, I have 
a very bright idea.” 

“Tell us, then,” said the Queen. 

“Well, we could take ropes and tie them 
to each corner of the carpet, and hang it up 
and use it for an awning.” 

“That will never do,” said the Queen. “We 
don’t have sky hooks to hang the ropes on.” 

Now Monkeyshiner, who had been thinking 
very hard, came running up to the Queen with 
a new idea. 
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“I know what we can do, Queen,” said 
Monkeyshiner. “We can hold it down with 
sticky tape. Why didn’t we think of that 
before?” 

“T’ll tell you why we didn’t think of it 
before,” said the Queen. “Because it hasn’t 
been invented yet.” 

“Well, then, have it invented right away,” 
demanded Monkeyshiner. 

So it was that the Queen sent for her in- 
ventor, and had the tape invented. Then 
Monkeyshiner and Donkeyshiner put it all 
around the beautiful, soft, green, grassy carpet, 
and the Queen and all the fairies went to 
take a long nap, because at last the great 
problem was solved. But while they were 
sleeping, the dew settled on the tape and 
when it was wet, it wouldn’t stick any mure. 
The people got up from their naps and there 
was the carpet, flippety-flopping as usual .. . 

Again, Monkeyshiner and Donkeyshiner 
were sent to see the Queen, and sadly told 
her what had happened. 

“What shall we do, what shall we do?” 
asked the unhappy Queen. 

“Why don’t you call for the Three Wise 
Men? Three heads are better than one. Maybe 
they will know what to do,” suggested Monkey- 
shiner. 

“That’s a wonderful idea, Monkeyshiner. I 
will,” said the Queen, and she did. 

The Three Wise Men came right away, and 
just as Monkeyshiner said, three heads were 
better than one. They knew just what to do. 

“Go home,” said the Three Wise Men, “and 
when you wake up in the morning, your prob- 
lem will be solved.” 

When all the fairy people got up in the 
morning, they saw a strange sight. All over 
the beautiful, soft, green, grassy carpet there 
were hundreds of bright yellow tacks, holding 
down the carpet so it wouldn’t go flippety-flop 
when the wind blew. And today we call these 
tacks “dandelions.” 

And now, in the land of long ago, the great 
problem had been solved. 

JUDY ROSE (age 13) Napp Indi 


Ambition 
Poetry Award 





It starts as a trickle within, 

Breaks to a run, 

Tumbles, rolls, 

Gushes, 

Leaps, plunges. 

Never, 

Never to end in a quiet pool. 
PATRICIA KLEIN (age 15) Vancouver, Washington 


A Summer Town in Winter 
Nonfiction Award 


The enchanted harbor lay cold and still. 
Under the dark ice the water coursed, rapid 
and strong. A sea gull fluttered up against 
the iron-gray sky, squawking harshly. In the 
town there was no movement. The post office 
with its fly-specked magazines, its candy, and 
its rows of mailboxes was deserted except for 
two people—the thin, bald postmaster and 
an old man with white hair, muttering to 
himself. The streets were empty. Snow lay 
in frozen heaps along the sidewalks. Every 
now and then a few flakes would drift down 
from the darkening skies above. A few men 
sat in a bar, moodily drinking beers. The 
bartender pushed a wet rag up and down the 
counter. Up and down, up and down, the 
rag went, like a giant Fate. Smearing to- 
gether the days and months and years into 
one big blur of a lifetime. 

BARBARA BENDER (age 13) 
Cambridge, Massachusetts 
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Fog 
Nonfiction Award 


Did you ever watch the fog over the ocean? 
Mists seem to come from the ocean itself. 
To my mind there is nothing as beautiful. 
Then there is the mysterious sound of a 
steamer far out over the ocean—a steamer 
that you cannot see and an ocean that you 
cannot see. The foghorn blows its mournful 
warning. The fog would not be complete 
without it. The steamer whistle, the foghorn, 
the misty light of the lighthouse, all make 
the fog over the ocean most beautiful. 

You walk through the woods on a foggy 
night. All the trees seem to move, beckoning 
you to dance with them. Everything is 
changed. You seem to be in fairyland. 

Did you ever stand on a bridge on a foggy 
night and watch the people walking and the 
cars groping by? They are ghosts that walk 
only when the fog is thick. It is as if you 
were separated from the rest of the world 
by a smoked-glass window. 

Did you ever watch the fog envelop a 
city? Even while you are standing on a street 
corner, you can see it. There are wisps here 
and there that look like puffs of smoke. Now 
one disappears through a doorway almost as 
if it lived there. Another floats down from 
the sky as if by magic. Though not as thick 
as near the water, it is still beautiful and 
mysterious. 

Then there is the fog in the morning. When 
you awaken, it is there and you don’t know 
where it came from. It is gone in an hour, 
but even in that short time you have seen 
the beauty of it. As you drive along the street, 
either to school or work, you see the fog sur- 
rounding the bridge, rising from the river, 
and floating everywhere. The early-morning 
sun shines mistily through and the fog turns 
to purest gold. 

The foghorn, the steamer whistle, the 
train whistle, all these are the mysterious 
sounds of the fog. In the morning, during the 
day, and at night, at no matter what place, 
the fog still has its magic, its mystery, and 
its beauty which nothing else can equal. 

AUDREY BOURGEOIS (age 17) 
Manchester, New Hampshire 


Growing Up 
Nonfiction Award 


I grew up. It didn’t happen today or yes- 
terday. It has been coming for a long time 
though I did not realize it. What is grow- 
ing up? 

Perhaps it is the way you look at some- 
one, someone you love dearly, and see they 
have faults, things you thought them in- 
capable of. And you love them that much 
more. 

Maybe it is the way you overlook an in- 
sult or a disappointment. It hurts deeply, but 
you don’t cry or run away, although you 
want to. 

It could have been the time the gang 
wanted you to do something you thought not 
quite right. They called you a “baby” or a 
“sissy” as you walked away. It’s possible you 
thought you were, too, but you left anyway. 

Or was it the time you were failing that 
exam? The girl next to you even offered you 
her answers while the teacher was out. You 
almost took them and then you stopped. Why? 
Because you caught a glimpse of things beyond 
exams and grades. 

I cannot say for sure, no one can, but I 
do know all these things are a part of grow- 
ing up. You start to grow up when you first 
begin to realize that you are growing up. 

PATSY WALSH (age 15) Oak Ridge, Tennessee 










SOMETHING 
< MISSING? 


There’s more 
than a front 
wheel missing here. 
No headlight, tail 
light, orhorn! That’ sask- 
ing for trouble... Be sure 


that you have a bright headlight, a loud 
horn, and a highly visible tail light — in 
good condition. Be sure they're made by 
Delta, the originator and world's largest 
manufacturer of electrical bicycle accesso- 
ries. See your dealer. 





ROCKET-RAY 
Bicycle Headlight 
Rocket design. 
Concentrated light 
beam. Eco- $185 


nomical , . 





4-WAY 
Bicycle Light 
Turn signal, automatic 
stop light, tail light, re- 
flector. All in one com- 


pact unit!... $469 





ROCKET HORN 
Bicycle Horn 
Rocket design. 


Loud blast 
Low cost. $259 
SEALED BEAM 
Bicycle Headlight 
Makes night riding 
safe. Powerful $495 


beam . eee 


Delt 


DELTA ELECTRIC COMPANY, MARION, IND. 







BICYCLE LIGHTS, 
HORNS, GENERATORS 





August Recipe Exchange 
Announcement 


Subject: icebox Pies 
Date Due: May 20, 1953 


Each month we will announce in the magazine 
the kind of cookery for which we wish recipes. 
The recipe you send in MUST be one that you 
have used successfully. For every recipe printed 
THE AMERICAN GIRL will pay $1.00. 

We should also like to receive letters telling 
how and why you have found your recipe espe- 
cially helpful or valuable. 


FOLLOW THESE RULES CAREFULLY! 


1. Recipes and letters must be typewritten or 
neatly printed in ink. 

2. Recipes and letters must be on separate sheets. 
Recipes should be written on one side of the 
paper only. 

3. In the upper right-hand corner of the recipe 
sheet, give your name, address, age, and the 
source of your recipe. 

4. List ingredients in the order of use in the 
recipe, and give level measurements. If any special 
techniques are involved, describe them fully. 

5. All recipes submitted become the property of 
The AMERICAN GIRL Magazine and cannot be 
acknowledged or returned. If your recipe is pub- 
lished in the magazine, you will receive a check 
for $1.00. Decisions of the judge are final. 

6. Address all entries to Cooking Editor, Amer- 
ican Girl Magazine, 155 East 44th Street, New 
York 17, New York. 
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FREE BOOK 





will help you 
PLAY BETTER TENNIS 








@ Want to learn to play 
good tennis? Would 
you like to improve 
your game? Send for 
this FREE book by 
Vinnie Richards, holder 
of 30 Championships. 
This booklet is based 
on Richards’ own tour- 
nament experience— 
illustrated with 36 fast 
action shots and photos 
of every grip. Surprise 
your opponents with 
the improvement in 
your game. Mail this 
coupon now. 

















yout , PROVE 
yon TENNIS GAME 























































CLIP COUPON -— MAIL TODAY 


DUNLOP TIRE & RUBBER CORP., Dept.37, 500 Fifth Ave., New York City 


Please rush me that FREE Dunlop tennis book, “How 
To Improve Your TENNIS GAME” by Vinnie Richards. 


Name 





Championship TENNIS BALLS 
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Rollfast Flightweights 

are equipped with 
3-SPEED 

GEARSHIFT 


Write for FREE 


Bicycle Catalog 
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Understanding 
Fiction Award 


They don’t understand. They just don’t 
understand. Why must parents always be 
troublesome when something is so important 
to you? 

Abby had slammed the door behind her and 
stepped into the rain-filled night. As she 
walked along, tears blended with the rain- 
drops splashing off her nose. She remembered 
clearly the happenings of the last hour, the 
call from Don asking for a date, the argu- 
ment with her parents that followed. 

Maybe she was only fourteen, but don’t 
some people mature earlier than others? Any- 
how, she was fourteen and a half. 

It wouldn’t matter quite as much if Don 
were anyone else, but he was special. How 
could she tell him her parents didn’t allow 
her to go out? Even if they let her have 
boys in, what boy would want to come over 
with her parents there? 

She walked on, knowing Don would call 
any minute. What good did it do to put it 
off? She would go back and tell him every- 
thing. Could he understand? 

Then she was standing inside the door, and 
the telephone was ringing. 


“Hello.” This was it. Her heart beat wildly 
as she told Don everything. Then she stood 
waiting. 

She could hardly believe her ears when he 
said, “I know how it is. My kid sister has 
the same trouble. I hope you have some new 
jazz records.” 

“Oh, sure, and I just made a batch of fudge 


before dinner.” 

“What am I waiting for? Ill see you in 
half an hour.” 

As she placed the receiver back in its 
cradle, her heart sang happily, “He under- 
stands. He really does.” Then she ran upstairs 
to change. 

KAREN HILL (age 15) Eveleth, Minnesota 


My Home in Wyoming 
Nonfiction Award 


The old dusty road, its bridges crossing 
blue swirling water, leads to a beautiful old 
farmhouse surrounded by flowers, trees, and 
grass. Children are laughing, playing, scam- 
pering, talking, and crying. The soft gentle 
breeze brings the sweet fragrance of a pie 
just set on the window sill. 

Out in the pasture the cows are grazing 
and the horses are standing in the shade. In 
the big barn are the old mother cat and her 
kittens. When they see you, the kittens scam- 
per off while the old mother cat comes up 
















PHOTOGRAPHY AWARD: 


PATSY TATSPAUGH (age 14) tials Maryland 





to be petted. She rubs up against you; the 
soft, silky hair tickles you. Yes, and there 
goes old mother hen with her ten fuzzy 
chicks. She is saying in her funny cackling 
voice, “Come along, children. Your first les- 
son is to learn to scratch for worms.” And 
there comes the duck family waddling up, 
a mother duck with her ten little yellow 
ducklings. They’re going down to learn how 
to swim in the clear, sparkling water. 

In the orchard the blossoms on the trees 
smell so sweet that it seems that you could 
stand there smelling the flowers forever, 
thinking that someday soon there will be 
fruit on the trees. A bee comes buzzing up 
and decides that he wants the flower that 
you have. He says in his buzzing little voice, 
“You'd better run! You’d better hide! For 
if you don’t I will sting you on the nose and 
you will cry!” 

Then comes the old Model-T Ford up the 
road, rattling, banging, and making all the 
noise it can. 

Yes, this is my home in Wyoming. I don’t 
think Pll ever want to live anywhere else. 
SHARON NICKEL (age 13) Wheatland, Wyoming 


Yachts 
Nonfiction Award 


Tall, fog-veiled masts slowly, majestically, 
thrust their way above the distant horizon. 
Smooth, shining hulls skim the water. Creamy 
white sails belly against the wind, pushing 
the boats as sails have done since the days of 
Homer. Auxiliary motors purr gently; here 
and there, a motor cruiser thrusts its beamy 
hulk above a dainty sailboat. Sloops, yawls, 
ketches, cutters, and schooners; the exciting 
parade continues until near dusk. 

Then, suddenly, the peace that belongs 
only to the sea and to things nautical de- 
scends. Slim, graceful boats swing easily at 
anchor. Palest green, vibrant sapphire, gentle 
gray, traditional navy, and the classic, the 
ever-present black and white reflect the rays 
of the slipping sun. Countless masts, wrapped 
close in shrouds and stays, jut into the sky, 
confusing the sea gulls and drawing crowds 
of landsmen to gaze on this nautical show 
from which they are forever and eternally 
barred. 

Istar, Djinn, Nyala, Guinevere, Avanti, 
Bolero—the very names breathe romance, 
as did the Flying Cloud, Morning Star, and 
Ocean Queen of the clipper ships. 

As darkness falls softly, the yachts remain 
—a dignified, eternal reminder of the time 
when the clippers ruled the sea. 

GAIL SMYTHE (age 16) Mattapoisett, Massachusetts 


Who Am I? 
Poetry Award 


Who am I that 

sails through the air. 

Yet casts no shadow 

on the sun or moon? 
Who am I that 

sails through the air, 
Morning, night. and noon? 
I am the wind! 


Who am I that 
ripples the waves 
Upon the calmy sea? 
Who am I that 
rustles the leaves 
In the tall and slender 
tree? 
I am the wind! 

HARRIETTE SMITH (age 11) 

Clearwater, Florida 
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HONORABLE MENTION 


ART: Linda Thompson (age 14) El Dorado, Kans. 
POETRY: Janis Hite (age 12) Neapolis, Ohio 
FICTION: Kim Kennet (age 15) Los Angeles, Calif. 
NONFICTION: Pat Magaw (age 14)Dearborn, Mich. 


PHOTOGRAPHY: Phyllis A. Shopinski (age 13) 
Greenwich, Conn. 


I'm Homesick 
Nonfiction Award 


I’m h ick! Homesick for my best friend, 
for the trouble we got into together, for the 
secrets we shared, and the quarrels we had. 
Homesick for the feeling of cold, green grass 
on my bare feet; for the cooing of a forlorn 
dove on a foggy, fall morning; for the sound 
of the wind whistling through the trees on 
a stormy night; for the sound of the ocean 
waves roaring over the still, white sand. 
Homesick for the trees when they are in 
blossoms of pink and white; then when they 
are bountiful with sweet, ripe fruit; and 
even when they lose their fall-painted leaves 
and stand naked to the unmerciful treatment 
of the winter weather. Homesick for the 
home I knew, for the kids next door who 








were more trouble than they were worth, 
and for the boy who meant so much to me 
when I was in love (at the age of thirteen). 
I’m homesick. 

NADINE SEAY (age 16) Eloy, Arizona 


Patterns 
Poetry Award 


In spring 

The peach trees garbed in fragrant bloom 
Make a lovely pattern 

Against the soft blue sky. 


In summer 

The reflections of lazy white clouds 
Make a restful pattern 

On the surface of a tranquil lake. 


In fall 

The outlines of city skyscrapers 
Make a sharp pattern 

Against the gray autumn sky. 


In winter 
On an icy day the silvery frost 
Makes a decorative pattern 
On a window pane, 
HARRIET BRANSON (age 12) 
Cleveland Heights, Ohio 





WHERE TO BUY THE AMERICAN GIRL FASHIONS 


ON THE COVER AND PAGES 15-18 


Cover Dress 


Retina TE. ns ccccnensaus Hutzler Bros. Co. 
ei, PE, kos aninds cewnneawen ened Filene‘s 
eer Abraham & Straus 
Cheeta, US. 5.00 ccccncnveen J. B. Ivey & Co. 
> ee Carson Pirie Scott & Co. 
Cleveland, Ohio .......... The Halle Bros. Co. 
DUMONT fos cc cdccncnnas Rike-Kumler Co. 
A The J. L. Hudson Co. 
I Og oo onccn cue samenn G. Fox & Co. 
Indianapolis, Ind. ..........-- L. S. Ayres & Co. 
Los Angeles, Calif. ....... Buliock’s Downtown 
Momepbile, TEAR... .....5.c0cccccces Lowenstein’s 
ee SS eer ere er Hahne & Co. 
aS ne ere Hahne & Co. 
a en er Gimbels 
PS wc acckctcvenercnade ania Lit Bros. 
Pittsburgh, Penne. ......0sesecees Kaufmann’s 
en PROCT TCT Meir & Frank 
SNE TR, bv ivicinn asd scanenea Thalthimers 
eee Stix, Baer & Fuller 
Salt Cathe Gly, Gia .. 2200005800505 Averbachs 
Washington, D.C. ....-. Woodward & Lothrop 
York, Penna. ....... Charles H. Bear & Co., Inc. 


Prize Purchase Outfit, page 15 


Oi En ii sc caduar'sesasbesaaeans Rich’s 
Baltimore, Md. ........+..-- Hutzler Bros. Co. 
ee cid mg nek ae eee ae Filene’s 
ee Abraham & Straus 
Chicage, MM. .......5 Carson Pirie Scott & Co. 
Fe Shillito’s 
Clowalend, Gite 2... .<ccccscass The Higbee Co. 
CO, MOED xn ones de wewnan F. & R. Lazarus 
OS eee ee Rike-Kumler Co. 
| ee The J. L. Hudson Co. 
NK Te os 640 cssanegeeae eens Foley’s 
Indianapolis, Ind. ............ L. S. Ayres & Co. 
NE OG gcksic av acaianédeadeaut Burdine’s, Inc. 
Milwaukee, Wisc. .........0.+... Boston Store 
Minneapolis, Minn. ...........-5-- Dayton Co. 
th. he Bloomingdale’s 
Philadelphia, Penna. ..Strawbridge & Clothier 
Pittsburgh, Penna. ............. Joseph Horne 
| eR eee: Thalhimers 


Flower-Fresh Sheers, Pages 16-17 


Petiteen 
Ee ens or eee Davison’s 
Baltimore, Md. .......... Hutzler Brothers Co. 
ON Sree eee ee Ser Filene‘s 
ED, (ono b 5s Keanenecamee Shillito’s 
Detroit, Mich. ............ The J. L. Hudson Co. 
eer ee .++-G. Fox & Co, 


THE AMERICAN GIRL 


EE ee re Burdine’s, Inc. 
Minneapolis, Minn. ........-.. The Dayton Co. 
SE eke ewsneeuwes neue Kresge’s 
ere ee Gimbels 
ee Kaufmann’s 
DU TS ih anicccweneemeeued Thalhimers 
Washington, D.C. ...... Woodward & Lothrop 


Nancy Wheeling Dress 


Baltimore, Md. ........ Hochschild, Kohn & Co. 
PE MI, occ oedsinencen Jordan Marsh Co. 
New York, N. Y. ......... The J. L. Hudson Co. 
Berk Dress 
I 6.2 ics sine keen eed Filene’s 
eo ae Carson Pirie Scott & Co. 
HE, cs oc60secwnccnan G. Fox & Co. 
a re Famous-Barr Co. 
St. Paul, Minn. ............. Field-Schlick, Inc. 
San Francisco, Calif. ....... Joseph Magnin Co. 
Washington, D.C. ...... Woodward & Lothrop 


Abby Teens Dress 


NS i a ele Rich’s, Inc. 
no a aan wae Bahai Filene‘s 
SS a ee Abraham & Straus 
NE, MED ov div osc vcawanieensasd Shillito’s 
OS The J. L. Hudson Co, 
I I a issn iis aw de 0k hana een Burdine’s, Inc. 
ee ee Bloomingdale's 
PR On eas acicken Stix, Baer, & Fuller 
Washington, D.C. ...... Woodward & Lothrop 


Sheer “Necessities,” Page 18 


Her Majesty's Fitted Slip 


th See W. M. Whitney & Co. 
TE og fac cckunn dre darele eat Rich’s, Inc. 
PU ins pannnsaeesceau Loveman’s 
RE I, 4s 5.0 cnc coentengns Howland’s 
eee Abraham & Straus 
Los Angeles, Calif. ....... Bullock’s Downtown 
Milwaukee, Wisc. .......... T. A. Chapman Co. 


Her Majesty’s Petticoat and Camisole 


Allentown, Penna. ............. Hess Brothers 
Fort Wayne, Ind. ........ Wolf & Dessaver Co. 
eS eer Schuneman’‘s, Inc. 


Eastern Isles Full-Skirted Slip 


I cis ca ven teaneiiesnsaeas Davison’s 
UG. Sowcvatannens seen kan Foley's 
SS ae Lord & Taylor 








em POTSTIK 
» lydia Olea 


(nstantly, completely, Spotstik conceals all 
skin blemishes—eruptions; bruises; white, red, 
brown, blue spots. Easy—just pat on, blend. 
Safe, soothing. Variety of shades. Get Spotstik 
today—keep handy in purse, dressing table! 
Only $1.25. No fed. tax. 
For best results, set with Ly- 
dia O'Leary Finishing Powder. 
For large, permanent biem- 
ishes—get COVER-MARK 
cream. Called ‘'Modern 
Miracle" by Reader's Digest. 
Medically recommended to 
completely cover serious 
blemishes—burns, Vitiligo 
(brown and white patches) 

. even birthmarks! 

$2.00, $4.50. No fed. tax. 
AT LEADING DEPARTMENT 
AND DRUG STORES. 
Write for Free Brochure. 
Come to N.Y. Salon for in- 
dividual help. Tel. PL 3-2823 

LYDIA O'LEARY, Inc. 

















Dept. 4AG 
41 E. 57th St., N.Y. 22, N.Y. 





Illustration less than 
44 actual size 


WALLET SIZE 





J 

from your graduation portrait 

(or other photograph or snapshot) 
Lovely pictures of you—for friends, 
classmates, relatives— for attaching 
to your college or other applications 
—at a price that makes it easy to 
give or exchange as many as you 
please. Convenient wallet size — 


0 


for only 


| 244”x3'4". Double-weight portrait 00 
| paper, finest satin finish, for rich, § 
long lasting beauty. from 
Mail Money-Back Coupon Now For 20 one 
Friendship Photos from one pose, just pose 
mail finished graduation picture or ° 
glossy print with a dollar enclosed. postpaid 





Minimum order, $1. 
FRIENDSHIP PHOTOS, i 
Box 9-A, Quincy 69, Mass. | 


Please send me........ Friendship Photos. | 
I enclose $........ and graduation picture which | 
you will return unharmed. My money back if I’m 
not delighted. 


INIT sic: cccesssnaiisaasanadebabantniphapueameneaeanaaanne i 
as dis icchainasecvegecnntatinennapnansaneaibaaae | 
SRT eae ao ee Zone............ | 
ETN a a a 








300 Peron 1OP 


THIS MAMMOTH VALUE INCLUDES STAMPS WORTH 
UP TO 2Scf ALSO APPROVALS. WRITE TODAY! 


MYSTIC STAMP CO Camden 70, New Y 








SENSATIONAL OFFER! 


Grotesque collection of NEPAL, the remote Hima’ 
country, cataloging more than TWO DOLLARS, just 10¢ 
to those requesting our superior approvals. 
VIKING STAMP COMPANY 
130-RR, Clinton St., Brookiyn 2, N. Y. 





GIVEN! Powerful Magnitying Glass 
for 5c Post. Bargain 
& lists and approvals 


Jamestown Stamp Co., Dept. 212, Jamestown, N.Y. 


GIVEN’ STAMP ZOO 









Rhinoceros, Snake, Giant, Pygmy, Emu. Kanga- 
a a. . aburra and E ad wild 
anim: ven with exciting approv: 

ae Stamp Co., Niagara-on-the-Lake 321, Canada 


Given! Seott’s international Stamp Album 

plus valuable, colorful collection, hinges, 

mystery sets, $5.00 Presidential Full 

». yn ge ga approval applicants. Se Post- 
RAYMAX, 68-6. eal St., New York 38, N. Y. 
STAMP COLLECTION GIVEN 
eran ae ow 

thrilled! A An vere ore co., sore nee canes MASS. 


you will 
lcants sendin; 
eo iy Re a 
WOWI: RA BI, De 
—— High Values, 
new customers. 
Jamestown “oleh od +E 522, Jamestown, N.Y. 
G iV EN! “THE STAMP FINDER" 


Sethe oom a gia he country 

which any stamp Setonge. Se oa illus hE a 

vaivabie'® a rs Bictlona a ** «Stamp Treas- 
‘Approvals. 


id’s Ten Rarest Also 
GARCELON. “STAMP co., Box Pi 107, Calais, Me. 


























S200 DIFFERENT. sets 


NCLUOING TRIANGLE | 





a ALSO ate nk ae On Ss 


Grrly 
Kh AVALON STAMP CO 


222 DIFFERENT STAMPS 10c 
ALL DIFFERENT! ALL OFF PAPER! 
Collector's gold mine catalogues over $6. Pistertals. 

High Values, all for 10c 
canliaenn on low-priced foreign ee 
JAYNE, Box 24H, G’send Sta., Brooklyn 23, N.Y. 








VALUABLE AIRMAIL BOOK 
plus gorgeous World-Wide Airmail collection 10¢. 
Includes $10,000 Stamp, Zeppelin, Scarce Triangle, 
many others with beautifully illustrated Book, only 10¢ 

with choice approvals and bargain lists. 
JAMESTOWN STAMP CO., JAMESTOWN 718, N. Y. 
PRRAPRAARARAARAA I SROrlOf9otf9O Or" 


CANADIAN COLLECTION GIVEN 


Includes eery visterion Issues—Jubilee I~ 
Va 
es— 





ues ns a ae 
eH 


cial Issu ctorials, a tw | 
together with ie Magastne-<il GIVEN. 

Se for postage. meine. STAMP Dest. AG, N., Sead 
Canada. 









Foreign Coin, Bankrote and 
large illustrated 


TATHAM COIN CO 


What Are “Approvals”? 
“Approvals,” or “approval sheets,” mean sheets 
with stamps attached which are made up and 
sent out by dealers. The only obligation on the 
part of the recipient of “Approvals” is that the 
stamps must be returned promptly and in good 
condition, or paid for. 

The price of each stamp is on the sheet and the 
collector should detach those which he wishes to 
buy, then return the sheet with the remaining 
stamps in as good order as when received, en- 
closing the price of the stamps he has detached 
and, most important, his name, street, address, 
City, postal zone number, State, and the invoice 
number 











When Ordering Stamps 


from our advertisers, be sure to write your 
name and address clearly, and to give your 
full name and complete address. The stamp 
dealer will do his best to fill your order care- 
fully and promptly. You can avoid delays by 
making sure that your name and address are 
given in your order. 
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FAIR WARNING 


Fran: Are you bothered by tramps at your place? 

Pete: Not a bit. We have a sign that says, “We 
are vegetarians, but our dog isn’t.” 

Sent by SELMA ANGELA SMITH, Heflin, Alabame 


Gerri: Mother, have | been a good boy lately? 

Mother: Yes, you’ve been a very good boy. 

Gerri: And do you trust me, Mother? 

Motuer: Certainly | do. 

Gerri: Then why do you go on hiding the jam? 
Sent by LE] LOWREY, Auburn, California 


A TAIL OF WOE 


Connie: Why is your dog howling like that? 
Mark: Oh, he’s just lazy. 
Connie: Why should that make him howl? 
Mark: He's sitting on a thorn, and he’s too lazy 
to get up. 
Sent by NANCY JORDAN, Tocca, Georgia 


SAME THING—WITH A DIFFERENCE 


Bos: When is a man wrecked on a desert island 
like a woman in a department store? 
Bass: | give up. 
Bos: When he’s looking for a sail. 
Sent by LINDA WEISSENBACH, Bexley, Ohio 


WRONG DIRECTION 


A Mississippi River steamboat had stopped be- 
cause of a dense fog. An impatient passenger asked 
the reason. 

“Can’t see up the river,” said the captain. 

“But | can see the stars overhead,” protested the 
passenger. 

“Yes,” replied the captain, “but unless the boilers 
burst, we're not going that way.” 

Sent by BETTY BARNES, Maplesville, Aloboma 


SLOW DOWNI 


Derenvant: Judge, | wasn’t going sixty miles an 
hour, as the officer said. | wasn’t even going 
thirty miles an hour, or even twenty-five miles an 
hour. In fact, | wasn’t— 

JuvGe: Stop! I’d better decide this case before 
you start backing up and hurt somebody. 

Sent by ROBBIE LEE HAWKS, Columbia, South Carolina 


TRAVEL DEFINITION 


Tourists—People who travel thousands of miles 
to get a picture of themselves standing beside the 
car. 

Sent by RUTH ANN MARSHALL, Corvallis, Oregon 


NO LOITERING 


Wipe-Evep Listener: Is it true that wild beasts of 
the jungle will not harm you if you carry a torch? 
Exptorer: Well, it all depends on how fast you 
carry it. 
Sent by LINDA SPIVAK, Bronx, New York City 


The- Aanadtene Git wit pay 61-00 fer cunny tats 
ja on this page. Send you 

AMERICAN GIRL, 155 East 44th St, New York 17, 
New Y: York. Be sure to include your name, address, 
and age, and write in ink or on the typewriter. 





Rules for BY YOU Entries 


AVE YOU SENT an entry yet for your own 
Contributors’ Department? 

Readers under eighteen years of age may 
send contributions to this department. They 
may be on any subject that will appeal to 
teen-agers. Only original material, never he- 
fore’ published anywhere, should be sub- 
mitted. 

“Original” means that in all contributions 
the idea, and the drawings or words which 
express that idea, must be entirely the 
sender’s. Contributions must not be copied 
in any way from the work of another person. 

Short Stories: Not over 800 words. 

Poems: Two to twenty-five lines. 

Nonfiction: Description, biographical 
or human-interest sketch, episode from real 
life. Not over 400 words. 

Drawings: Black-and-white only, on 
stiff drawing paper or poster board; may be 
done in pencil, black writing ink, India ink, 
charcoal, tempera, or wash. Not smaller than 
5” x 7”. Warninc: Wrap carefully! 

Photographs: Any subject. Black-and- 
white only. No smaller than 244” by 214”. 
Wrap carefully, as damaged photographs 
will not be considered. 

RULES 

1. Entries for the September, 1953, issue must 
be mailed on or before June 1, 1953. Entries 
will be considered only for the one issue of the 
magazine for which they are submitted. 

2. On the upper half of the first page of all 
manuscripts—or on a sheet attached to draw- 
ings and photographs—there must be written: 

The name, address, and age of sender. 

Her troop number if she is a Girl Scout. 

The number of words in the piece submitted. 

The following endorsement, signed by par- 
ent, teacher, or guardian: 

“I have seen this contribution and am con- 
vinced that it is the original idea and work of 
the sender.” 

3. Manuscripts must be typewritten or neatly 
written in ink, on one side of the paper only. 
4. Ages of the contributors will be considered 
in judging, and the decision of the judges is 
final. A contributor may send only one entry a 
month—not one of each kind, but only one. 

5. All manuscripts, drawings, and photographs 
submitted become the property of THE AMER- 
1cAN Girt Magazine and cannot be acknowl- 
edged or returned. THE AMERICAN GIRL re- 
serves the right to cut and edit manuscripts 


when necessary. 
AWARDS 

First awards, $10; all others, $5. Each month 
a list of Honorable Mention contributions is 
printed. No awards are made for these. 

Send Entries to “By You” Dept. Editor 

Tue AmerIcAN Girt Magazine 

155 East 44th St., New York 17, N. Y. 

USE THIS HANDY FORM TO ORDER 

AMERICAN GIRL PATTERNS 

Check pattern number and size and enclose 
correct amount (30¢ in coin) for each pattern. 


FEATURED ON PAGE 22 7 
4769—Halter Dress 
SzsOQuowowow 
4794—Dress with Shoulder Bows 
Szs 0011030150 17 
9197—Three-Piece Outfit 
Szs 0 100120407 16 

enclose $........ for patterns 


checked above 


Be sure to enclose correct amount (30¢) for 
each pattern ordered (sorry, no C.O.D.’s) 
and state size. We pay postage. 





Rs asc veces onsntiegsscheosasceasesnseniesrne | 
(Please Print) 

Address... .ccccccccccccccccccccccccccesccescos: 

City and State...........ccscccrccoccecceccees 
(Please Indicate Zone No.) 1 

MAIL TO: THE AMERICAN GIRL | 
Pattern Department 5/53 1 

155 East 44th St., New York 17, N. Y. 


an a@wasauasemnamnamad 
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MAY, 1953 
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COPYRIGHT 1953, THE COCA-COLA COMPANY 


“COKE 






"1S A REGISTERED TRADE-MARK. 











Plan your 
meals with 


Coke 


Whether it’s an outing, 

a luncheon or a family supper, 
you'll find the unique flavor 

of Coca-Cola blends with the savors 
of good things to eat. Coke and food 
are such natural partners, 

here’s a good rule to keep in mind: 


when you serve food . .. serve Coke. 
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THERE ARE THREE BRECK SHAMPOOS 
FOR THREE DIFFERENT HAIR CONDITIONS 


Each one of the three Breck Shampoos is made for a different 
hair condition. One Breck Shampoo is for dry hair. Another 
Breck Shampoo is for oily hair: A third Breck Shampoo is for 
normal hair. The next time you buy a shampoo ask for the 
Breck Shampoo for your hair condition. A Breck Shampoo 
will help bring out the soft, natural beauty of your hair. 


The Three Breck Shampoos are available at Beauty Shops and wherever cosmetics are sold. 


JOHN H BRECK ° MANUFACTURING CHEMISTS ° SPRINGFIELD 3 MASSACHUSETTS 
NEW YORK ° CHICAGO ° SAN FRANCISCO ° OTTAWA CANADA 








a. ewit’ 





